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CHAPTER I. 

ANDY BURKE. 

"JOHN, saddle my horse, and bring him 
around to the door." 
The speaker was a boy of fifteen, handsome- 
ly dressed, and, to judge from his air and tone, 
a person of considerable consequence, in his 
own opinion, at least. The person addressed 
was employed in the stable of his father, 
Colonel Anthony Preston, and so inferior in 
social condition that Master Godfrey always 
addressed him in imperious tones. 
John looked up and answered, respectfully: 
"Master Godfrey, your horse is sick of the 
disease, and your father left orders that he 
wasn't to go out on no account." 
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"It's my horse," said Godfrey; "I intend 
to take him out." 
"Maybe it's yours, but your father paid for 
him." 
"None of your impudence, John," answered 
Godfrey, angrily. "Am I master or are you, 
I should like to know!" 
"Neither, I'm thinking," said John, with 
a twinkle in his eye. "It's your father that's 
the toaster." 
"I'm toaster of the horse, anyway, so saddle 
him at once." 
"Th colonel would blame me," objected 
John. 
"If you don't, I'll report you and get you 
dismissed." 
"I'11 take the risk, Master Godfrey," said 
the servant, good-humoredly. "The colonel 
won't be so unreasonable as to send me away 
for obeying his own orders." 
Here John was right, and Godfrey knew it, 
and this vexed him the more. He had an in- 
ordinate opinion of himself and his own con- 
sequence, and felt humiliated at being dis- 
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flash, warded it off and fe.tched Godfrey a 
blow full upon his nose, which started the 
blood. Now, the pain and the sight of the 
blood combined filled him with added fury, 
and he attempted to seize Andy around the 
waist and throw him. But here again he was 
foiled. The young Irish boy evaded his grasp, 
and, seizing him in turn, by an adroit move- 
ment of the foot, tripped him up. Godfrey 
fell heavily on his back. 
Andy withdrew a little, and did not offer 
to hold him down, as Godfrey would have 
been sure to do under similar circumstances. 
"Have you got enough?" he asked. 
"That wasn't fair," exclaimed Godfrey, 
jumping up hastily, deeply mortified because 
he had been worsted in the p resence of John, 
who, sooth to say, rather enjoycd his young 
master's overthrow. 
He rushed impetuously at Andy, but he was 
blinded by his own lmpetuosity, and his ad- 
versary, who kept cool and self-possessed, had, 
of course, the advantage. So the engagement 
terminated as beforeGodfrey was stretched 
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Preston, turning now to our hero, as his son 
seemed to bave no more to say. 
'Andy Burke." 
"Do you live here?" 
"I've just come to town, sir. My mother 
lives here." 
"Where does she live?" 
"I don't know, sir, just. He knows," point- 
ing out John. 
"I calcerlate his mother lives in old J ake 
Barlow's bouse," said John. 
"Oh, the Widow Burke. Yes, I know. ] 
believe Mrs. Preston employs ber sometimes. 
Well, Andy, if that's your name, how is it that 
I catch you fighting with my son? That is 
hot very creditable, unless you have good 
cause.  
"He called my mother a low woman," said 
Andy, "and then he run up and hit me." 
"Did you do that, Godfrey?" 
"He was putting on too many airs. He 
talked as if he was my equal." 
"He appears to be more than your equal in 
strength. Well, was that all?" , 
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"It was about all." 
"Then I think he did perfectly right, and I 
hope you'll profit by the lesson you have re- 
ceived." 
"He is a gentleman," thought Andy. "He 
ain't hard on a boy because he's poor." 
Colonel Preston went into the bouse, but 
Godfrey lingered behind a moment. He 
wanted to have a parting shot at his adversary. 
He could fight with words, if hOt with blows. 
. 
"Look here!" he said, imperiously; "don't 
let me see you round here again." 
"Why hOt?" 
"I don't want to see you." 
"Then you can look the other way." 
"This is my house." 
"I thought it was your father's." 
"That's the same thing. You'd better stay 
at home with your mother." 
"Thank you," said Andy; "you're very kind. 
May I come along the road sometimes?" 
"If you do, walk on the other side." 
Andy laughed. He was no longer pro- 
voked, but amused. 
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gaged in making a shirt, one of hall a dozen 
which she had engaged fo make for Dr. 
Plympton, thc village doctor. She had no 
idea that Andy was so near, having heard 
nothing of his having left his place, but it was 
oI him she was spcaking. 
"I wish I could see Andy," shc sighcd, Iook- 
ing up from her work. 
"So do I, mother." 
"The sight of him would do my eyes good, 
he's such a lively lad, Andy isalvays in 
good spirits." 
"Shure he's got a good heart, mother dear. 
It wouldn't be so lonely like if he was here." 
"I would send for him if there was any- 
thing to do, Mary; but we are so poor that 
we must all of us stay where we can get work." 
"When do you go to Colonel Preston's, 
mother? Is it to-morrow?" 
"Yes, my dear." 
"I'm always lonely when you are away." 
"Perhaps you can come with me, Mary, 
dear. Mrs. Preston wouldn't object: I'm 
thinldn'." 
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dropping the shirt on which she was at work, 
and rising to her Ieet. 
"I'll be with you in a jiffy," said Andy. 
And, with a light leap, he cleared the win- 
dow sill, and stood in the presence of his 
mother and sister, who vied with each other in 
hugging the returned prodigal. 
"You'll choke me, sister Mary," said Andy, 
good-humoredly. "Maybe you think I'm 
your beau." 
"Don't speak to her of beaux, and she only 
eleven years old," said his mother. "But you 
haven't told us why you came." 
"Faith, mother, it was because the work 
gave out, and I thought I'd pack my trunk and 
come and see you and Mary. That's all." 
"We are glad to see you, Andy, dear, but," 
continued his mother, taking a survey of her 
son's appearance for the first time, "you're 
lookin' like a beggar, with your clothes all in 
rags." 
Andy laughed. 
"Faith, it's about so, mother. There was no 
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CHAPTER IV'. 

MRS. PRESTON. 

WHENEVER Godfrey Preston had any diffi- 
culty with his father he always went to his 
mother, and from her, right or wrong, he was 
sure to obtain sympathy. $o, in the present 
instance, failing to receive from his father that 
moral support to which he dee.med himself en- 
titled, on entering the house he sought out his 
mother. 
Mrs. Preston, who was rather a spare lady, 
with thin lips and a sharp, hatchet-like face, 
was in her own room. She looked up as God- 
frey entered. 
"Well, Godfrey, what's the matter?" she 
asked, seeing on her son's face an unmistakable 
expression of discontent. 
"Matter enough, mother. Father's always 
against me." 
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his wife swept from the ro.om. He knew of 
old her sentiments on this subject, and ho was 
aware that she was not likely to become a con- 
vert to his more democratic ideas. 
"I am afraid she will spoil Godfrey," he 
thought. "The boy is getting intolerable. I 
am glad this Irish boy gave him a lesson. He 
seems a fine-spirited lad. I will help him if 
I can." 
Ellen," said Mrs. Preston, the next morn- 
ing, "when Mrs. Burke comes let me know." 
"Yes, ma'am." 
"8he's come," announced Ellen, hall an 
hour later. 
Mrs. Preston rose rom her seat and went 
into the laundry. 
"Good-morning, Mrs. Preston," said Mrs. 
Burke. 
"Good-morning," returned the other, stiy. 
"Mrs. Burke, I hear that your son behaved 
very badly to my Godrey yesterday." 
"It isn't like Andy, ma'am," said the moth- 
er, quietly. "He's a good, well-behaved lad." 
"Godfrey tells me that he made a brutal as- 
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sault upon him, quite forgetting his superior 
position." 
"Are you sure Master Godfrey didn't strike 
him first?" asked the mother. 
"Even if he had, your son shouldn't have 
struck back." 
"Why hot?" asked Mrs. Burke, ber eyes 
flashing with spirit, meek as she generally was. 
"Because it was decidedly proper." 
"I don't see that, ma'am. Andy isn't the 
boy to stand still and be struck." 
"Do I understand," said Mrs. Preston, in a 
freezing tone, "that you uphold your son in 
his atrocious conduct?" 
"Yes, ma'ara. I stand up for Andy, for he's 
a good boy, and if he struck Master Godfrey 
it was because he was struck first." 
"That is enough," said Mrs. Preston, an- 
grily. "I shall hot require your services after 
to-day, Mrs. Burke." 
"Just as you like, ma'am," said Mrs. Burke, 
with quiet pride, but she thought, with a sink- 
ing heart, of the gap which this would make 
in her scanty income. 
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CHAPTER V. 

A PROFITABLE JOB. 

.AFTER finishing her work at Colonel Pres- 
ton's, Mrs. Burke went home. She did not see 
Mrs. Preston again, for the latter sent her the 
money for her services by Ellen. 
"Mrs. Preston says you're hOt to come next 
week," said Ellen. 
"She told me so herself this morning. She 
is angry because I took the part of my boy 
against Master Godfrey." 
"Godfrey's the hatefulest boy I ever see," 
said Ellen, whose grammar was a little defec- 
rive. "He's always putting on airs." 
"He struck my Andy, and Andy struck him 
back." 
"I'm glad he did," said Ellen, emphatically. 
"I hope he'll do it again." 
"I don't want the boys to fight. Andy's a 
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"I'll make it up, mother." 
"I know you will if you can, Andy; but 
work is hard to get, and'the pay is small." 
"You might go back and tell Mrs. Preston 
that I'm a dirty spalpeen, and maybe she'd 
take you back, mother." 
"I wouldn't slander my own boy like that 
if she'd take me back twenty times." 
"That's the way to talk, mother," said Andy, 
well pleased. "Don't be afearedwe'll get 
along somehow. More by token, here's three 
dollars I brought home with me yisterday." 
Andy pulled out from his pocket six silver 
hall-dollars, and offered them to his mother. 
"Where did you get them, Andy?" she 
asked, in surprise. 
"Where did I get them? One way and an- 
other, by overwork. We won't starve while 
them last, will we?" 
Andy's cheerIul tone had its effect upon his 
mother. 
"Perhaps you're right, Andy," she said, 
smiling. "At any rate, we won't cry till it's 
rime." 
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"With my mother Mrs. Burke, a little way 
down the road." 
"I knowthe Widder Burke." 
"Have you got any work for me?" 
"Wait a minute, l'll see." 
The deacon brought out an old scythe from 
the barn and felt of the edge. There was not 
much danger in so doing, for it was as dull as 
a hoe. 
"This scythe needs sharpening," he said. 
"Come and turn the grindstone." 
"rell, here's a iob, anyhow," thought Andy. 
"Wonder what he'll give me." 
He sat down and began to turn the grind- 
stone. The deacon bore on heavily, and this 
made it hard turning. His arms ached, and 
the perspiration stood on his brow. It was 
certainly pretty hard work, but then he must 
be prepared for that, and after all he was earn- 
ing money for his mother. Still the time did 
seem long. The scythe was so intolerably dull 
that it took a long time to make any impres- 
sion upon it. 
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"Kinder hard turnin', ain't it?" said the 
deacon. 
"Yes," said Andy. 
"This scythe ain't been sharpened for ever 
so long. I t's as dull as a hoe." 
However, time and patience work wonders, 
and at length the deacon, after a careful in- 
spection of the blade of the scythe, released 
Andy from his toil of an hour and a hall, with 
the remark: 
"I reckon that'll do." 
He put the scythe in its place and came out. 
Andy lingered respectully for the remu- 
neration of his labor. 
"He ought to give me a quarter, ' he 
thought. 
But the deacon showed no disposition to pay 
him, and Andy became impatient. 
"I guess l'll be goin'," he said. 
"All right. I ain't got anything more for 
you to do," said the deacon. 
"I'll take my pay now" said Andy, des- 
perately. 
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work an hour and a hall for two cents, one of 
' 'em bad. I'd rather take no pay at all." 
"That's a cur'us boy," said the deacon, 
slowly sliding the pennies bacl into his pocket. 
"I calc'late he expected more just for a little 
job like that. Does he think I'm made of 
money?" 
As Andy went out of the yard, the idea 
dawned upon the deacon that he had saved 
two cents, and his face was luminous with sat- 
isfaction. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE TWO OLD MAIDS. 

'HE'S the meanest man I ever saw," thought 
Andy. "Does he think I work on nothing a 
year and find myself? Divil a bit of work 
will I do for him agin, if I know it." But 
better luck was in store for Andy. Quarter 
of a mlle farther on, in a two-story house, old- 
fashioned but neat, lived two maiden ladies 
of very uncertain age, Misses Priscilla and 
Sophia Grant. I am hOt aware that any rela- 
tionship existed between them and our dis- 
tinguished ex-President. Nevertheless, they 
were of very respectable family and connec- 
tions, and of independent property, owning 
bank stock, which brought them in an annual 
income of about twelve hundred dollars, i 
addition to the house they occupied, and hall 
a dozen acres of land thereunto pertaining. 
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Now, this xvas not a colossal fortune, but in 
a country place like Crampton it made them 
ladies of large property. 
Priscilla was the elder of the two, and gen- 
eral manager. Sophia contented herself with 
being the echo of her stronger-minded sister, 
and was very apt to assent to her remarks, 
either by repeating them, or by saying" "Just 
so." She was a mild, inoffensive creature, but 
very charitable and amiable, and so little 
given to opposition that there was always the 
greatest harmony between them. They kept a 
gardener and out-of-door servant of all work, 
who cultivated the land, sawed and split their 
wood, tan of errands, and made himself gen- 
erally useful. He had one drawback, unfor- 
tunately. He would occasionally indulge to 
excess in certain fiery alcoholic compounds 
sold at the village tavern, and, as a natural 
consequence, get drunk. He had usually the 
good sense to keep out of the way while under 
the influence of liquor, and hitherto the good 
ladies had borne with and retained him in 
their employ. 
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Deacon J ones, came by.. He saw the wood 
being unloaded in the back yard and an idea 
struck him. 
"Maybe I can get the chance of sawin' and 
splittin' that wood. l'll try, anyway. I won- 
der who lives there?" 
He immediately opened the front gate, and 
marching up to the front door, knocked vigor- 
ously. 
"There's somebody at the door," said 
Sophia. 
"Perhaps it's John come back," said Pris- 
cilla. "I'm afraid of going to open it. He 
might want to kiss me again." 
"I'll go," said Sophia, rising with unwonted 
alacrity. 
"He might want to kiss you." 
"I'll tell him not to." 
"We'll both go, said Priscilla, decisively. 
_Accordingly, the two sisters, for mutual 
protectiol, both went to the door, and opened 
it guardedly. Their courage returned when 
they saw that it vas only a boy. 
"What do you want?" asked Priscilla. 
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"Ycs, ma'am. ' 
"Arc you rclatcd to Burkc, thc grcat orator? 
Hc was an Irishman, I bclicvc." 
"Just so," said Sophia. 
"Hc was my grcat-grandiathcr, ma'am, : 
answcrcd Andy, who had ncvcr hcard of thc 
cmincnt orator but thought thc claire would 
improvc his chances of obtaining thc job oi 
sawing and splitting wood. 
"Your grcat-grandfathcr?" cxclaimcd Pris- 
cilla, in astonishmcnt. "Rcally, this is most 
cxtraordinary. And you arc paor" 
"If I wasn't I wouldn't bc goin' round 
sawin  wood ma'am." 
"Just so," said Sophia. 
"To think that thc grandson of thc grcat 
Burkc should comc to us or cmploymcnt," 
said Priscilla, who was in somc rcspccts casily 
takcn in. "I think wc must hirc him, Sophia." 
"Just so." 
"Perhaps he could take John's place alto- 
gether." 
J USt SO.  
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CHAPTER VII. 

ANDY 0BTAINS A PLACE. 

"Do you understand the care of a garden?" 
asked Miss Priscilla. 
"Yes," answered Andy, promptly. 
"Then you are used to agricultural labor?" 
"I've been workin' on a farm all summer." 
"Our man has just left us, and we must hire 
somebody else." 
"Just so," chimed in Sophia. 
"And if you are competent " 
"J I1st SO.  
'Try me," said Andy. 
"I really think we'd better, Sophia," said 
Priscilla, turning to her sister. 
"Just so." 
We'll try you for a week. What compen- 
sation do you require?" 
"Is it wages you mane?" 
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In due time dinner vas ready, and Andy 
vas summoned from the woodpile. He was 
in nowise sorry for the summons. He had a 
.hearty appetite at all times, and just now it 
xvas increased by his unrequited labor in turn- 
ing the grindstone for Deacon Jones, as well 
as by the half-hour he had spent in his nev 
task. 
The Misses Grant did their own work, as I 
have belote observed. They were excellent 
cooks, and the dinner now upon the table, 
though plain, was very savory and inviting. 
Andy's eyes fairly danced with satisfaction as 
they rested on the roast beef and vegetables, 
which emitted an odor of a highly satisfactory 
character. At the farmer's, where he had last 
worked, the table had been plentifully sup- 
plied, but the cooking was very rudimentary. 
"Sit down, Andrew," said Miss Priscilla. 
"I think that is your name." 
"They call me 'Andy,' ma'am." 
"That means Andrew. Shall I give you 
ome meat ?" 

"Thank you, ma'am." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE MIDNIGHT ALARM. 

"IT'S time for me to be goin' back," said 
Andy, as the clock indicated twenty minutes 
to nine. 
"I wish you could sleep at home, Andy," 
said his mother. 
"They want me to purtect them," said our 
hero, with a little importance. "I'll pack my 
clothes in a handkerchief." 
"I've got a little carpetbag," said his 
mother. "That looks more respectable. When 
you have earned enough money, you must have 
a new suit of clothes." 
"How much will they cost, mother?" 
"I think we can get a cheap suit for fifteen 
or twenty dollars. When you have got the 
money we will call on the tailor and see." 
"Shure, l'll feel like a gentleman with a 
suit like that." 
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chamber, with the ceiling partly sloping. 
There were two windows. It was very plainly 
Iurnished, but looked very comfortable. Andy 
glanced about him with a look of satisfaction. 
It was considerably more attractive than the 
bed in the attic which he had occupied at the 
house of the farmer for whom he had last 
worked. 
"We've put the feather bed at the bottom, as 
it's summer," said Miss Priscilla. 
"All right, ma'am." 
"There's one thing you've forgotten, Pris- 
cilla," suggested Sophia. 
"What is that?" 
"The gun." 
"Oh, yes. I ara glad you reminded me of 
it. Andrew, can you tire off a gun?" 
"Yes, ma'am," said Andrew, glibly. 
He had never done it, but he had seen a." 
gun fired, and always wanted to make a trial 
himself. 
"As you are the only menfolks in the 
house, we should expect you to tire at any rob- 
bers that tried to enter the touse." 
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"I believe that is all I have to say. Sophia, 
shall we go to our own room?" 
"Just so." 
So the tvo maidens withdrewl and Andy 
was left to his mvn reflections. He undressed 
himself quickly, and deposited himself in the 
bed., xvhich proved to be very comfortable. 
He vent to bed, but there was one thing 
that p revented his going to sleep. This was 
the gun. He had never even had one in his 
hand, and now there was one at his absolute 
. 
disposal. It made him feel a sense of.his im- 
portance to feel that, upon him, young as he 
was, devolved the duty of defending the house 
and its occupants from burglary. 
"And why not? Shure, I'm most a man," 
reflected Andy. "I can shoot off a gun as 
well as anybody. I wonder will robbers come 
to-night!" tbought Andy. 
He rather wished they would, so that he 
might have an excuse for firing the gun. 
However, of this there seemed very little 
chance, for had not Miss Priscilla said that it 
had been loaded for more than a year, and 
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during ail that rime John had never had oc- 
casion to use it? This seemed rather discour- 
aging. 
"I wonder would they let me go out gun- 
ning with it?" thought Andy. 
Somehow or other, he could not get his mind 
off the gun, and, ater a lapse of an hour, he 
was as wideavake as ever. 
Meanwhile, Priscilla and Sophia were both 
asleep, not being interested in the gun. 
Finally it occurred to Andy that he vould 
get up and look at the gun. He wanted to 
make sure that he understood how to tire it. 
It was important that he should do so, he rea- 
soned to himsel, for might not a burglar corne 
that very night? Then, suppose he was un- 
able to tire the gun, and in consequence of his 
ignorance, both he and the two ladies should 
be murdered in their beds. Of course, this 
was not to be thought of, so Andy got out of 
bed, and, finding a match, lit the candle, apd 
put it on the bureau, or chest ot drawers, as 
they callC it in the country. 
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Then he stepped softly to the closet and took 
out the gun. 
"Murder! how heavy it is!" thought Andy. 
"I didn:t think it was ha.lf as heavy. There 
must be a pound of bullets inside. Now," he 
said to himself, "suppose a big thafe was to 
poke his dirty head in at the winder and say, 
'Give me all your money, or l'll break your 
head'I'd up with the gun and point at him 
tlis way." 
Here Andy brought the gun into position 
with some difficulty and put his finger near 
the trigge r. 
"And I'd say," continued Andy, rehearsing 
his part, " 'Jump down, you thafe, or l'll put 
a bullet through your head.' " 
At that unlucky moment his finger accident- 
ally pulled the trigger, and instantly there was 
a tremendous report, the noise being increased 
by the shattering of the window panes by the 
bullet. 
Probably the charge was too heavy for the 
gun "kicked," and .&ndy, to his atonishment, 
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"Then you can stay here," said the more 
courageous Priscilla. "I will go." 
'And leave me alone? ' 
"I must." 
' " said Sophia, her teeth 
"I 11 go, too, then, 
chattering with fear. 
So they crept out of bed, and, throwing 
shawls over their shoulders, advanced into the 
entry, trembling with excitement and fear. 
"If we should find Andy weltering in his 
gore?" suggested Priscilla. 
"Don't say such horrid things, or I shall 
scream," said her sister. 
Then came the tremulous knock mentioned 
at the close of the last chapter. 
Andy opened the door in person, and met 
the gaze of the two Misses Grant, Sophia al- 
most ready to drop with fright. 
"Do you see any gore, Priscilla?" she asked, 
tremulously. 
"Are you hurt, Andrew?" asked the elder 
sister. 
"No, ma'am." 
"Did you tire the gun?  
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thing of Andy since that day. He had learned 
from his mother with great satisfaction that 
she had discharged Mrs. Burke from her em- 
ployment, as this, he imagined, would trouble 
Andy. But of Andy himself he knew noth- 
ing, and was not aware that he had already se- 
cured a place. When he saw our hero com- 
ing along, his curiosity led him to stop and find 
out, if he could, where he was going with the 
gun he carried on his shoulder, and where he 
obtained it. So he looked intently at Andy, 
waiting for him to speak, but Andy prepared 
to leave that to him. 
"Whose gun is that?" asked Godfrey, in the 
tone of one who was entitled to ask the ques- 
tion. 
"Shure, it belongs to the owner," said Andy, 
with a smile. 
"Of course, I know that," said Godfrey, im- 
patiently. "I'm not quite a fool." 
"Not quite," repeated Andy, emphasizing 
the last word in a way which ruade Godfrey 
color. 
"What do you mean?" he said. 
, 
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said Andy, who was rather quicker witted than 
iis opponent. 
"I should like to know where he got that 
gun," said GodIrey to himselI, following with 
his eyes the retreating figure of our hero. "I 
am sure that isn't his gun. Ten to one, he stole 
i t Irom somebody." 
But GodIrey's curiosity was not destined to 
be gratified that afternoon, as it might have 
been if he had seen Andy turning into the yard 
of the Misses G rant two hours afterward. He 
had not shot anything, but he had got used to 
firing the gun, and was not likely to be caught 
again in any such adventure as that recorded 
in the last chapter. 
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CHAPTER X. 

ANDYS DEBUT AT SCH00L. 

THE first of September came, and with it 
came the opening of the fall schools. On the 
first day, when Andy, at work in the yard, saw 
the boys and girls go by with their books, he 
felt a longing to go, too. He knew very well 
that his education had been very much neg- 
lected, and that he knew less of books than a 
boy of his age ought to do. 
"I wish I could go to school this term," he 
said to himself; "but it's no use wishin'. 
Mother needs my wages, and I must keep on 
workin'. ' 
The same thought had corne to the Misses 
Grant. _Andy had been in their employ now 
for six weeks, and by his unfailing good humor 
and readiness to oblige, had won their favor. 
They felt interested in his progress, and at the 
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It will do at dinner time." 
"Just so." 
Whcn thc dinncr was over, and Andy rosc 
from thc tablc, Miss Priscilla iatroduccd thc 
subject. 
"Are you a good scholar, Andrew?" 
I'm a mighty poor one, ma'am." 
"Did you ever study much?" 
"No, ma'am; l've had to work ever since I 
was so high," indicating a point about two 
feet from the ground. 
"Dear me," said Sophia, "you must have 
bee.n very small." 
"Yes, ma'am; I was very small of my size." 
I've been thinking, Andrev, that perhaps 
we could spare you hall the day, so that you 
could go to school in the forenoon. You 
could learn something in three hours--should 
you like it?" 
"Would I like it, ma'am? Wouldn't I, 
though? I don't xvant to grmv up a poor, ig- 
norant craythur, hardly able to read and 
Write." 
"Then you can go to school to-morrow, and 
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The next morning, at twenty minutes of 
nine, Andy left the house provided with books, 
and joyfully took his way to the schoolhouse, 
which was a quarter of a mile distant. As 
he ascended the small hill on which it stood, 
he attracted the attention of a group of boys 
who had already arrived. Among them was 
his old adversary, Godfrey Preston. 
"Is that Irish boy coming to school?" he 
said, in a tone of disgust. 
"What;  Andy Burke I hope so, said 
Charles Fleming. "He's a good fellow." 
"He's only an Irish boy," said Godfrey, 
with a sneer. 
"And I am only an American boy," said 
Charles, good-humoredly. 
"You can associate with him if you want to; 
I shan't," said Godfrey. 
"That's where I agree with you, Godfrey," 
said Ben Travers, who was rather a toady of 
Godfrey. 
Andy had now come up, so that Charles 
Fleming did not reply, but called out, cor- 
dially" 
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"Are you coming to school, Andy?" 
"Yes," said Andy. 
"I'm glad of it." 
" said Andy "What's the 
"Thank you, . 
matter with them fellows?" as Godfrey and 
Bill Travers walked off haughtily, tossing 
their heads. 
Charles Fleming laughed. 
"They don't think we are good enough for 
their company," he said. 
"I'm not anxious for it," said Andy. "I 
like yours better." 
"I didn't think you could get away from 
work to come to school. Are you working for 
Miss Grant nov?" 
"Yes, but she lets me come to school hall the 
day. She's a bully ould lady." 
"Well, hall a loaf's better than no bread. 
Will you sit vith me? l've got no one at my 
desk." 
"It's just what I'd like, Charlie, but maybe 
Godfrey Preston wants to sit with me. I 
wouldn't like to disappoint him," said Andy, 
with sly humor. 
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Andy soon showed that he was no novice 
at catching. He rarely let a ball pass him. 
When Godfrey's turn came to bat, one was al- 
ready out, and Andy determined to put God- 
frey out if it was a possible thing. One strike 
had been called, when Godfrey struck a foul 
which was almost impossible to catch. But 
now Andy ran, made a bound into the air, and 
caught ita very brilliant piece of play, by 
which Godfrey and his side were put out. The 
boys on both sides applauded, for it was a 
piece of brilliant fielding vhich not one of 
them was capable of. That is, ail applauded 
but Godfrey. He threw down the bat spite- 
fully, and said to Fleming" 
"You didn't give me good balls." 
"I gave you much better than you gave 
Andy," said Charlie. 
"That's so !" chimed in two boys. 
"I won't play any more, said Godfrey. 
Justthenthe bell rang, so that the game was 
brought to a close. Andy received the com- 
pliments of the boys on his brilliant playing. 
He received them modestly, and admitted that 
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he probably couldn't make such a catch again. 
I t was very disagreeable to Godfrey to hear 
Andy praised. He vas rather proud of his 
ball-playing, and he saw that Andy was al- 
together his superior, at any rate in the opinion 
of the boys. Hovever he ingeniously con- 
trived to mingle a compliment with a sneer. 
"You're more uscd to baseball than to 
books," he said. 
"True for you," said Andy. 
"You're a head taller than any of the boys in 
your class." 
"I know that," said Andy. "I haven't been 
to. school as much as you." 
"I should be ashamed if I didn't know 
more. 
"So you ought," said Andy, "for you've been 
to school all your lire. I hope to know more 
soon." 
Anyway, you can play ball," said Charlic 
Flcming. 
I'd rathcr bca good scholar." 
I'll hclp you, if you want any hclp." 
"Thank you, Charlic." 
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But in the course of the next week there was 
an occurrence which compelled Godfrey to 
"notice" his detested schoolellow. 
Among the scholars was a very pleasant boy 
0f twelve, named Alfred Parker. He was the 
son of a poor widow, and vas universally liked 
tor his amiable and obliging disposition. One 
morning, before school, he was engaged in 
some game which required him to run. He 
accidentally ran against Godfrey, who was 
just coming up the hill, with considerable 
force. Now, it was very evident that it was 
wholly unintentional; but Godfrey was 
greatly incensed. 
"What do you mean by that, you little 
scamp?" he exclaimed, furiously. 
"Excuse me, Godfrey; I didn't mean to run 
into you." 
"That don't go down." 
"Indeed, I didn't. I didn't see you." 
"I can't help it. You ought to have been 
more careful. Take that, to make you more 
careful." 
As he said this, he seized him by the collar, 
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and, tripping him, laid him fiat on his back. 
"For shame, Godfrey!" said another boy 
standing by; but as it was a small boy, God- 
frey only answered" . 
"If you say that again, l'll serve you the 
same way. 
Alfred tried to get up, but Godfrey put his 
knee on his b reast. 
'Let me up, Godfrey," said Alfred, pite- 
ously. 'I can't breathe. You hurt me." 
"I'll teach you to run into me,;' said the 
bully. 
"I didn't mean to." 
'I want to make sure of your not doing it 
again." 
Do et me up, ' said Alfred. 
In return, Godfrey only pressed more heav- 
ily, and the little fellow began to cry. But 
help was near at hand. Andy Burke hap- 
pened to come up the hill iust then, and saw 
what was going on. He had a natural chiv- 
alry that p rompted him always to take the 
weaker side. But besides this, he liked A1- 
fred for his good qualities and disliked God- 
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he up than he flew like an enraged tiger at out 
hero, but Andy was quite his equal in strength, 
and, being cool, had the advantage. 
The result was that in a few seconds he 
round himself once more on his back. 
"You see," said Andy, "it isn't sale for you 
to attack me. I won't keep you down a.ny 
longer, but if you touch Alfred again, l'Il give 
you something worse." 
Godfrey arose from the ground, and shook 
his fist at Andy. 
"I'll make you remember this," he said. 
"I want ou to remember it yourself, said 
Andy. 
Godfrey didn't answer, but made his way to 
the schoolroom, sullenly. 
"Thank you, Andy," said Alfred, grate- 
fully, "for saving me from Godfrey. He hurt 
me a good deal." 
"He's a brute," said Andy, warmly. "Don't 
be afraid of him, Alfred, but come and tell me 
if he touches you again, l'Il give him some- 
thing he won't like." 
"You must be very strong, Andy," said the 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

GODFREY'S IEBELLION. 

HAVING made his complaint, Godfrey 
waited impatiently for the recess to close, in 
order that he might see retribution fall upon 
the head of Andy. He had not long to wait. 
Meanwhile, however, he was missed in the 
playground. 
"Where's Godfrey?" asked one of the boys. 
"He don't want to come out. He got a lick- 
ing from Andy Burke." 
"I ain't much sorry. It'll cure him of some 
of his airs." 
"I don't know about that. It comes natural 
to him to put on airs." 
"If anybody has insulted Godfrey," re- 
marked Ben Travers, his toady, "he had better 
look out for himself." 
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"Do you hear that, Andy? Ben Travers 
says you must look out for yourself." 
"Who's goin' to punish me?" asked Andy. 
'If it's Ben, let him come on." 
But Ben shoved no disposition to "tome 
on." He could talk and threaten, but when 
words were to be succeeded by blows he never 
was on hand. In fact, he was a coward, and 
ought to have kept quiet, but it is just that 
class that are usually most noisy. 
Andy had no idea that Godfrey would com- 
plain to the teacher in a matter where he was 
so clearly in the wrong, nor would he if he 
had not relied upon his father's position to 
carry him through. 
"Mr. Stone is a poor man,"he thought, iand 
he won't dare to take the part of a low Irish 
boy against the only son and heir of Colonel 
Preston. He knows on which side his bread 
is buttered, and he won't be such a fool as to 
offend my father." 
While he said this he knew. that it was very 
doubtful whether his father would espouse his 
cause, but then Mr. Stone would probably 
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suppose he would, which would answer the 
same purpose on the present occasion. 
When Andy re-entered the schoolroom 
with the rest of the boys at the termination of 
recess, he saw Godfrey in his seat. The latter 
darted at him a glance of malicious triumph. 
When the noise of entering was over, Mr. 
Stone said" 
"Andrew Burke, corne forward!" 
Considerably surprised, Andy came for- 
ward, and looked up with a modest self-pos- 
session into the teacher's face. 
"A complaint has been entered against 
Andrew," Mr Stone began. 
"What is it, sir?" asked Andy. 
You are charged by Godfrey Preston with 
violently assaulting and throwing him down, 
ust beIore school commenced. Is this true?" 
"Yes, sir," answered Andy, p romptly. 
"You are charged with kneeling down upon 
him, and preventing his getting up." 
"That is true," said Andy, quite com- 
posedly. 
"I am surprised that you should have acted 
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in this manner," said Mr. Stone. "I did not 
think you quarrelsome or a bully." 
"I hope I am not," said Andy. "Did God- 
Irey tell you why I knockel him over?" 
"He said it was because he would not asso- 
ciate with you." 
Andy laughed. 
'"I hope you'll excuse my laughing, sir," he 
said, respectfully; "but I'd rather associate 
with any of the boys than with Godfrey. I 
like him least of all." 
"Then, that is the reason you attacked him, 
is it ?" 
2qo, sir.  
"Then, what was it?" 
"If you don't mind it, sir, I'd like to bave 
you ask Alfred Parker." 
"Alfred Parker," called out the teacher, 
Ucome forward." 
Alfred obeyed. 
"Do you know why Andrew attacked God- 
Irey Preston ?" 
'Yes, sir; it was on my account." 
"On your accountl Explain." 
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Mr. Stone's attention vas drawn to him. 
"Where are you going, Godfrey?" he de- 
manded, quickly. 
"Home," said Godfrey. 
"You will wait till the end of school." 
"I would rather not, sir." 
"It makes no difference what you would 
rather do, or rather not do. Are you sick?" 
"No, sir." 
'Then you bave no good cause for leaving, 
and I shall not permit you to do so." 
"I bave been insulted, sir, and I don't wish 
to stay." 
'By whom?" demanded the teacher, 
sharply. 
Godfrey would like to bave said, "By you, *' 
but he saw the teacher's keen eye fixed upon 
him, and he didn't date to do it. He hesitated. 
"By whom?" repeated Mr. Stone. 
'By Andrew Burke." 
"That is no good reason for your leaving 
school, or would hOt be, if it were true, but it 
is not. He has only meted out to you the same 
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punishment you undertook to inflict upon-a 
smaller boy. Take your seat." 
"My father will take me away from 
school," said Godfrey, angrily. 
"We shall none of us mourn for your ab- 
sence. Take your seat." 
This last remark of the teacher still further 
incensed Godfrey, and led him temporarily to 
forget himself. Though he had been bidden 
to take his seat, he resolved to leave the school- 
room, and made a rush for the door. But Mr. 
Stone was there before him. He seized God- 
frey by the collar and dragged him, shaking 
him as he p roceeded to his seat, on which he 
placed him xvith some cmphasis. 
"That is the way I treat rebels," he said. 
"You Iorget yourself, Preston. The next time 
you make up your mind to resist my com- 
mands, count in advance on a much severer 
-lesson." 
Godfrey was pale with passion, and his 
hands twitched convulsively. He only wished 
he had Mr. Stone in his power for rive min- 
utes. He would treat him worse than he did 
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Alfred Parker. But a boy in a passion is not 
a very pleasant spectacle. It is enough to say 
that Godfrey was compelled to stay in school 
for the remainder of the forenoon. As soon as 
he could get away, he ran home, determined 
to enlist his mother in his cause. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

MR. STONE IS CALLED TO ACCOUNT. 

AT home Godfrey gave a highly colored 
narrative of the outrageous manner in which 
he had been abused, for so he chose to repre- 
sent it. He gave this account to his mother, 
for his father was not at home. Indeed, he 
was absent for a day or two in a distant city. 
Mrs. Preston was indignant. 
"It is an outrage, Godfrey," she said, com- 
pressing ber thin lips. "How did Mr. Stone 
dare to treat you in this way?" 
"I was surprised myself," said Godfrey. 
"Had he no more respect for your father's 
prominent position ?" 
"It looks as if he didn't." 
"He is evidently unfit to keep the school. 
I shall try to persuade your father to have him 
turned away." 
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"Yes, with the note. If Mr. Stone does hOt 
apologize, you need hot go to-morrow. I will 
go upstairs and write it at once." 
The note was quickly written, and, putting 
it carefully into his inside coat pocket, God- 
frey went to school. As he entered the school- 
room he stepped up to the desk and handed 
the n6te to Mr. Stone. 
"Here is a note from my mother," he said. 
"Very well," said the teach.er, taking it, 
gravely. 
As it was hot yet quite time to summon the 
pupils, he opened it at once. 
This was what he read" 
"MR. STONESIR" My son Godfrey in- 
forms me that you have treated him in a very 
unjust manner, for which I find it impossible 
to account. I shall be glad if you can find 
time to call at my house this evening, in order 
that I may hear from your lips an explanation 
of the occurrence. Yours, in haste, 
LUCINDA PRESTON. ' 
"Preston, said Mr. Stone, after reading 
this note, "you may say to your mother that. I 
will call this evening." 
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He did hOt appear in the least disturbed by 
,, 
the contents of the note he had received from 
the richest andin her own eyesthe most 
important lady in the village. In fact, he had 
a large share of self-respect and independ- 
ence, and was hOt likely to submit to brow- 
beating from any one. He tried to be just in 
his treatment of the scholars under his charge, 
and if he ever failed, it was from misunder- 
standing or ignorance, hOt from design. In 
the present instance he felt that he had done 
right, and resolved to maintain the justice of 
his conduct. 
Nothing of importance occurred in the 
afternoon. Godfrey was very quiet and or- 
derly. He felt that he could afford to wait. 
With malicious joy, he looked forward to the 
scolding Mr. Stone was to get from his 
mother. 
"He won't dare to talk to her," he said to 
himself. "I hope she'll make him apologize 
to me. He ought to do it before the school." 
Evidently Godfrey had a very inadequate 
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that authority. It is improper that the dis- 
cussion upon this point should take place be- 
fore him." 
"May I stay in the room mother?" asked 
Godfrey, who was alarmed lest he should miss 
the spectacle of Mr. Stone's humiliation. 
"I really don't see why not," returned his 
mother. 
"Madam," said Mr. Stone, rising, "I will 
bid you good-evening." 
"What, sir, before we have spoken on thc 
subject?" 
"I distinctly declile to speak before ygur 
son, for the reasons already given." 
"This is very singular, sir. However, ! 
will humor your whims. Godfrey, you may 
leave the room." 
"Can't I stay?" 
"I ara compelled to send you out." 
Godfrey went out, though with a very ill 
grace. 
"Now, madam," said the teacher, "I have 
no objection to telling you that I first repri- 
manded your son for brutal treatment of a 
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"From your own statement, this low, Irish 
boy" 
"To whom do you refer, madam?" 
"To the I rish boy." 
"I have yet to learn that he is low." 
"Do you mean to compare him with my 
son?" 
"In wealth, no. Otherwise, you mustn't 
blame me for saying that I hold him entirely 
equal in respectabiility, and in some impor- 
tant points his superior." 
"Really, sir, your language is most ex- 
traordinary." 
At this moment there was an interruption. 
Godfrey had been list.ening at the keyhole, but 
finding that difficult, had opened the door 
slightly, but in his interest managed to stum- 
ble against it. The door flew open, and he fell 
forward upon his knees on the carpet of the 
sitting-room. 
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thin llps compressed vith indignation, "since 
Godfrey cannot meet xvith fair treatment, I 
shall be compelled to withdraw him from 
your school." 
"That must be as you please, madam," said 
the teacher, quite unmoved by the threatened 
withdrawal of his richest pupil. 
"I shall report to Colonel Preston your 
treatment of his son." 
"I have no objection, madam." 
"You are pursuing a very unwise course in 
alienating your wealthiest patrons." 
"I have no patrons, madam," said Mr. 
Stone, proudly. "I return faithful service for 
the moderate wages I receive, and the obliga- 
tion, if there is any, is on the part of those 
whose children I instruct." 
"Really," thought Mrs. Preston, "this man 
is very independent for a poor teacher." 
She resolved upon another shot, not in the 
best of taste. 
"You must not be surprised, Mr. Stone," 
she said, "if the school trustees refuse to em- 
ploy you again." 
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"Thank you, Colonel Preston," said the 
teacher, warmly. "I can only regret Mrs. 
Preston's displeasure. Your approval I 
highly value, and it will encourage me in the 
path of duty." 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE CHRISTMAS PRESENT. 

C,0DFREY didn't return to school at ail. He 
fancied.that it would be more aristocratic to 
go to a boarding school, and, his mother con- 
curring in this view, he was entered as a 
scholar at the Melville Academy, situated in 
Melville, twelve toiles distant. Once a fort- 
night he came home to spend the Sunday. On 
these occasions he flourished about with a tiny 
cane, and put on more airs than ever. No one 
missed him much outside of his own family. 
Andy found the school considerably more 
agreeable after his departure. 
We will now suppose twelve months to have 
passed. During this time Andy has grdwn 
considerably, and is now quite a stout boy. He 
has improved also in education. The Misses 
Grant, taking a kind interest in his progress, 
managed to spare him hall the day in succeed- 
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decision. He entered, cap in hand, and said" 
"If you can spare me, Miss Grant, I would 
like to go skating on the pond." 
"Have you a pair of skates, Andrew?" 
"No, ma'am," said Andy; "but one of the 
boys will lend me a pair." 
"Yes, Andrew, you can go, if you will be 
home early." 
"Yes, ma'amthank you." 
As he went out, Miss Priscilla said" 
"I have it." 
"What?" asked Sophia, alarmed. 
"I mean that I have Iound out what to give 
to Andrew." 
"What is it?" 
"A pair of skates." 
"Just so," said Sophia. "He will like 
them." 
"So I think. Suppose we go to the store 
while he is away and buy him a pair." 
"Won't he need to try them on?" asked her 
sister. 
"No," said Priscilla. "They don't need to 
fit as exactly as boots. ' 
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So the two sisters made their way to the 
village store and asked to look at their stock 
of skates. 
"Are you going to skate, Miss Pri.scilla?" 
asked the shopkeeper, jocosely. 
"No; they are for Sophia," answered Pris- 
cilla, who could joke occasionally. 
"Oh, Priscilla," answered the matter-of- 
fact Sophia, "you didn't tell me about that. I 
am sure I could hOt skate. You said they were 
for Andrew." 
"Sophia, you are a goose." 
ttJust SO.  
"It was only a joke." 
"J ust so." 
The ladies, who never did things by halves, 
selected the best pair in the store, and paid for 
them. When Andy had returned from skat- 
ing, Priscilla said" "How did you like the 
skating, Andrew ;'' 
"It was bully," said Andrew, enthusiastic- 
ally. 
"Whose skates did you borrow?" 
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'We are too old to marry, Andrew," said 
iriscilla; "but we thank you for your wish." 
"Shure, ma'am, you are only in the primc 
of lire." 
"Just so," said Sophia, brightenlng up. 
"I shall be sixty next spring. That can 
hardly be in the prime of lire." 
"I was readin' of a lady that got married 
at seventy-nine, ma'am." 
"Just so, said Sophia, eagerly. 
Miss Priscilla did not care to pursue the 
subject. 
"We have thought of you," she continued, 
"and, as you have been very obliging, we have 
bought you a Christmas present. Here it is. ' 
Andy no sooner saw the skates than his face 
brightened up with the most evident satis- 
faction. 
"It's just what I wanted," he said, joyfully. 
"They're regular beauties! I'm ever so much 
obliged to you." 
"Sophia wanted to get you a pair of 
spectacles, but I thought these would suit you 
better." 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

INTRODUCES AN ADVENTURER. 

COLONEL PRESTON, as I have already said, 
was a rich man. H e owned no real estate in 
the town of Crampton except the house in 
which he lived. His p roperty was chiefly in 
stocks of different kinds. Included in these 
was a considerable amount of stock in t 
woollen manufacturing establishment, situ- 
ated in Melville, some twelve miles distant. 
Dividends upon these were paid semi-annu- 
ally, on the first of April and October. 
It was the custom of Colonel Preston at these 
dates to drive over to Melville, receive his 
dividends, and then drive back again. 
Now, unfortunately for the welfare of the 
community, there are some persons who, un- 
willing to make a living by honest industry, 
prefer to possess themselves unlawfully of 
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fax, for this was the name assumed by the ad- 
venturer. 
"You can see him here," answered the land- 
lord, "in a day or two. He will be here the 
first of the month to receive his dividends." 
"Will he stop with you?" 
"Probably. He generally dines with me 
when he comes over." 
"Will you introduce me?" 
With pleasure." 
Mr. Fairfax appeared to hear this with sat- 
isfaction, and said that he would make 
Colonel Preston an of-fer for a part of his 
stock. 
'Most of my property is invested in real 
estate in New York," he said; "but I should 
like to have some manufacturing stock; and 
from what you tell me, I think favorably of 
the Melville Mills." " 
"We should be glad to have you settle down 
among us," said the landlord. 
"I shall very probably do so," said Fair- 
fax. "I am very much pleased with your town 
and people." 
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"I have heard favorably of it, and have 
been intending to corne over to see the place, 
but the fact is, I am used only to the city, and 
your country roads are so blind, that I have 
been afraid of losing my way." 
"Won't you ride over with me this after- 
noon, Mr. Fairfax? I can't bring you back, 
but you are quite welcome to a seat in my 
chaise one way." 
The eyes of the adventurer sparkled at the 
invitation. Colonel Preston had fallen into 
the trap he had laid for him, but he thought 
it best hOt to accept too eagerly. 
"You are certainly very kind, Colonel Pres- 
ton," he answered, with affected hesitation, 
"but I am afraid I shall be troubling you too 
much." 
"No trouble whatever," said Colonel Pres- 
ton, heartily. "It is a lonely ride, and I shall 
be glad of a companion." 
"A lonely ride, is it?" thought Fairfax. 
"All the better for my purpose. It shall hot 
be my fault if I do hot come back with my 
pockets well lined. The dividendsyou have 
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years' imprisonment. At the end of this pe- 
riod he was released with no further taste for 
an honest lire, and had since allied himself to 
the class who thrive by p reying upon the com- 
munity. 
This was the man whom Colonel P rest,on 
p roposed to take as his companion on his 
otherwise lonely ride home. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

RIDING WITH A HIGHWAYMAN. 

"GET into the chaise, Mr. Fairfax," said 
Colonel Preston. 
"Thank you," said the adventurer, and 
cepted the invitation. 
"Now we are off," said the colonel, as he 
took the reins, and touched the horse lightly 
with the whip. 
"Is the road a pleasant one?" inquired Fair- 
faX. 
"The latter part is rather lonely. For a 
mlle it runs through the woods--still on a sure- 
mer day that is rather pleasant than other- 
wise. In the evening it is hot so agreeable." 
"No, I suppose hot," said Fairfax, rather 
absently. 
Colonel Preston would have been startled 
could he have read the thoughts that were 
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passing through the mind of his companin. 
Could he have known his sinister designs, he 
would scarcely have sat at his side, chatting so 
easily and indifferently. 
"I will postpone my plan till we get to that 
part of the road he speaks of," thought Fair- 
fax. "It would hOt do for me to be inter- 
rupted." 
"I suppose it is quite sale traveling any- 
where on the road," remarked the adventurer. 
"Oh, yes," said Colonel Preston, with a 
laugh. "Thieves and highway robbers do hot 
pay us the compliment of visiting out neigh- 
borhood. They keep in the large cities, or in 
places that will better reward their efforts." 
"Precisely," said Fairfax; "I am glad to 
hear it, for I carry a considerable amount of 
money about me." 
"8o do I, to-day. This is the day for pay- 
ment of mill dividends, and as I have occa- 
sion to use the money, I did hot deposit it." 
"Good," said Fairfax, to himself. "That is 
what I wanted to find out." 
Aloud he said" 



ONLY AN IRISH BOY. 
"Oh, well, there are two of us, so that it 
would be a bold highwayman that would ven- 
ture to attack us. Do you carry a pistol?" 
"Not I," said Colonel Preston. "I don't like 
the idea of carrying firearms about with me. 
They might go off by accident. I was read- 
ing in a daily paper, recently, of a case where 
a man accidentally shot his son with the pistol 
he was in the habit of carrying about with 
him." 
"There is that disadvantage, to be sure," said 
Fairfax. "So he has no pistol. He is quite 
in my power," he said to himself. "It's a good 
thing to know." 
"By the way," he asked, merely to keep up. 
the conversation, "are you a family man, 
Colonel Preston?" 
"Yes, sir; I have a vife and a son of fif- 
teen. 
'You have the advantage of me in that re- 
spect. I have always been devoted to busi- 
ness, and have had no rime for matrimony." 
"Time enough yet, M r. Fairfax." 
"Oh, yes, I suppose so." 
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"If you are going to settle down in out 
neighborhood, I can introduce you to some of 
our marriageable young ladies," said Colonel 
Preston, pleasantly. 
"Thank you," said Fairfax, in the same 
tone. 'I may avail myself of your offer." 
"Won't you take supper at my home this eve- 
ning?" said the colonel, hospitably. "I shall 
be glad to introduce Mrs. Preston. My son 
is at boarding school, so I shall not be able to 
let you see him." 
"Have you but one child, then?" 
"But one. His absence leaves us alone." 
Godfrey's absence would have been la- 
mented more by his father had his character 
and disposition been different. But he was so 
arrogant and overbearing in his manners, and 
so selfish, that his father hoped that associa- 
tion with other boys would cure him in part of 
these objectionable traits. At home he was so 
much indulged by his mother, who could see 
no fault in him, as long as he did not oppose 
ber, that there was little chance of amend- 
ment. 



Let that pistol alone!" said Andy. "If you pick if up I will 
shoot you on thc spot.". Page 173. Only ar Irish Boy. 
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perate man. I would as lieve murder you as 
not." 
"Thank you," said Andy. But I'd rather 
not have it done." 
"I don't want to hurt you, as I said before, 
but you mustn't interfere vith me." 
'Then you mustn't interfere with the 
colonel." 
"I must have the money in his pocketbook." 
"Must you? Maybe l'll have something 
to say to that." 
"He has eight hundred dollars With him." 
"Did he tell vou?" 
'No matter; I know. If you won't inter- 
fere with me, l'll give you two hundred of it." 
"Thank you for nothing then," said Andy, 
independently. 'I'm only a poor Irish boy, 
but I ain't a thafe, and I never mane to be." 
"Bravo, Andy!" said Colonel Preston, who 
had awaited with a little anxiety the result of 
the offe r. 
Fairfax stooped suddenly, but before ho 
could get hold of the pistol, Andy struck him 
on the head with the gun barrel causing him 
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"You could tire the gun yourself, Sophia." 
"I should be frightened to death." 
"Then he couldn't kill you afterward." 
"Just so," answered Sophia, a little be- 
wildered. 
"Were you shot, Andrew?" he asked, a 
minute afterward. 
"If I was, I didn't feel it," said Andy, jo- 
cosely. 
Andy's heroic achievement made him still 
more valued by the Misses Grant, and they re- 
joiced in the handsome gift he had received 
from the colonel, and readily gave him per- 
mission to carry it to his mother after supper. 
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His mother listened with pride, for though 
Andy spoke modestly, she could see that he 
had acted in a brave and manly way, and it 
made her proud of him. 
"Se the colonel," Andy concluded, "wanted 
to give me a hundred dollars, but I didn't like 
te take it myself. But when he said he would 
give it to you, I couldn't say anything ag'inst 
that. So here it is, mother, and I hope you'll 
spend some of it on yourself." 
"I don't feel as if it belo_ged to me, Andy. 
It was you that he meant it for. ' 
"Keep it, mother, and it'll do to use when 
we nade it. ' 
"I don't like to keep so much money in the 
house, Andy. We might get robbed." 
"You can put part of it in the savings bank, 
mother." 
This course was adopted, and Andy himself 
carried eighty dollars, and deposited it in a 
savings bank in Melville a few days after- 
ward. 
Meanwhile Colonel Preston told the story 
of Andy's prowess at home. But Mrs Preston 
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was p rejudiced against Andy and listened 
coldly. 
"It seems to me, Colonel Preston," she said, 
"you are making altogether too much of that 
Irish boy. He puts on enough airs to make 
one sick already." 
"I never observed it, my dear," said the 
colonel, mildly. 
"Every one else does. He thought himself 
on a level with our Godfrey." 
"He is Godfrey's superior in some respects." 
"Oh, well, if you are going to exalt him 
above your own flesh and blood, I won't stay 
and listen to you." 
"You disturb yourself unnecessarily, my 
dear. I have no intention of adopting him in 
place of my son. But he has done me a great 
service this afternoon, and displayed a coolness 
and courage very unusual in a boy of his age. 
But for him I should be eight hundred dol- 
lars poorer." 
"Oh, well, you can give him fifty cents, and 
he will be well paid for his services, as you 
call them." 
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"Yet you lavish a hundred dollars on this 
boy." 
"I felt justified in doing so. W-hich wa 
better, to give him that sum or to lose eight 
hundred?" 
"I don't like the boy, and I never shall. I 
suppose he will be strutting around boasting 
of his great achievement. If he had a gun it 
vas nothing to do." 
"I suspect Godfrey would hardly have ven- 
tured upon it," said the colonel, smiling. 
"Oh, of course, Godfrey is vastly inferior 
to the Irish boy!" remarked Mrs. Preston, 
i ronically. "You admire the family so much 
that I suppose if I were taken away you would 
marry his mother and establish her in my 
place." 
'If you have any such apprehensions, my 
dear, your best course is to outlive her. That 
will effectually p revent my marrying her, and 
I pledge you my word that, while you arc 
alive, I shall not think of eloping with her." 
"It is very well to ]est about it," said Mrs. 
Preston, tossing her head. 
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"What do you mean?" 
"Smallpox is in town!" 
"Who's got it?" 
"Colonel Preston; and his wife won't stay 
in the house. She is packing up to go off, and 
I expect the poor man'll die ail by himself, un- 
less somebody goes and takes care of him, and 
then it'll spread and we'll all die of it." 
This was certainly startling intelligence. 
Andy pitied the colonel, who had always 
treated him vell. It occurred to him that his 
mother had passed through an attack of small- 
pox in her youth, and could take care of. the 
colonel without danger. He resolved to con- 
suit her about it at once. 
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ber first thought was about herself, hOt about 
her stricken husband. 
"It's catching, isn't it, doctor?" she asked, in 
great agitation. 
"I am sorry to say that itis, madam." 
"Do you think I will take it?" 
"I cannot take it upon myself to say." 
"And I was in the same room with him," 
wailed Mrs. Preston, "and never knew the 
awIul danger! Oh, I wouldn't bave the small- 
pox Ior this world! If I didn't die, I should 
be all marked up for lire." 
"You haven't much beauty to spoil," 
thought the doctor; but this thought he pru- 
dently kept to himself. 
"I must leave the bouse at once. I will go 
to my brother's house till he has recovered," 
said Mrs. Preston, in agitation. 
"What!" exclaimed the doctor, in surprise, 
'and leave your husband alone!" 
'I can't take care of himyou must see that 
I can't," said Mrs. Preston, fretfully. "I can't 
expose my lire without doing him any good." 
'I expose mysel* every time I visit him," 
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ton?" he asked. "Of course, your husband 
must be taken care of." 
"Hire a nurse, doctor. A nurse will do much 
more good than I could. She will know just 
what to do. Most of them bave had the small- 
pox. It is really much better for my husband 
that it should be so. Of course, you can pay 
high wagesanything she asks," added lrs. 
Preston, whose great fear made her, for once 
in her lire, liberal. 
"I suppose that vill be the best thing to do. 
You wish me, then, to engage a nurse?" 
"Yes, doctor, if you will be so kind." 
"When do you go away?" 
"At once. I shall pack up my clothes im- 
mediately. On the whole, I think I will go to 
the toxvn xvhere Godfrey is at school and board 
there for the p resent. I must see him, and 
prevent him from coming home." 
"You will go into your husband's chamber 
and bid him good-by?" 
"No; I cannot think of it. It would only be 
useless exposure." 
"What will he think?" 
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wiIe is going to leave him," the doctor said to 
himselI. "However, it must be done." 
"Have you told my wife, doctor?" 
"I just told her." 
"What does she say?" 
"She is very much startled, and (now for it) 
thinks, under the circumstances, she ought not 
to run the risk of taking care of you on account 
of GodIrey." 
"Perhaps she is right," said Colonel Pres- 
ton, slowly. 
He was not surprised to hear it, but it gave 
him a pang, nevertheless. 
"She wants me to engage a nurse for you." 
"Yes, that will be necessary." 
There was a pause. 
"When is she going?" heasked, a little later. 
"As soon as possible. She is going to board 
near the school where Godfrey is placed." 
"Shall I see her?" 
"She thinks it best not to risk coming into 
the chamber, lest she should carry the infec- 
tion to Godfrey." 
"I suppose that is only prudent," returned 
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the sick man, but in his heart he wished that 
his wiIe had shown less prudence, and a lit- 
tle more Ieeling for him. 
"Have you thought of any nurse?" he asked. 
"I have thought of the Widov Burke." 
"She might not care to corne." 
"She has had the disease. I know this from 
a few slight marks still leIt on her face. Of 
course, you would be willing to pay a liberal 
price?" 
"Any price," said Colonel Preston, energet- 
ically. "It is a service which I shall not soon 
forget." 
"I must see her at once, for your wife will 
leave directly." 
"Pray, do so," said Colonel Preston. "Tell 
my wife," he said, after a. pause, "that I hope 
o 
soon to have recovered, so that it may be sale 
for her to come back." 
There was a subdued bitterness in his voice, 
which the doctor detected, and did not won- 
der at. 
H e gave the message, as requested. 
"I am sure I hope so, Dr. Townley," said 
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Mrs. Preston. "I shall be tortured with anx- 
iety. I hope you will write me daily how my 
poor husband is getting along." 
"Perhaps the paper might carry the infec- 
tion, said the doctor, testing the reality of her 
solicitude. 
"I didn't think of that," answered Mrs. 
Preston, hastily. "On the whole, you needn't 
write, then. It might communicate the disease 
to Godfrey." 
"She finds Godfrey very useful," the doctor 
thought. 
"I will bear my anx.iety as I can," she con- 
tinued. "Have you thought of any one for a 
nurse ?" 
"I have thought of Mrs. Burke." 
"She is poor, and will corne if you offer ber 
a good price. Try to get her." 
"I think she will come. I must go at once, 
for your husband needs immediate attention." 
"Get her to come at once, Dr. Townley! Oh, 
dol My husband may want something, and I 
can't go into the room. My duty to my dear, 
only son will not permit me. I hope Mr. 
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In less than an hour Mrs. Burke was in- 
stalled at the bedside of the sick man as his 
nurse. As she entered the house, Mrs. Pres- 
ton left it, bound for the railway depot. 
"I'm so glad you're here," she said, greeting 
the Widow Burke with unwonted cordiality. 
"I am sure you will take the best care of my 
husband. I have told the doctor to pay you 
whatever you ask." 
"I'll do my best, Mrs. Preston, but hOt for 
the money," answered Mrs. Burke. "Your 
husband shall get well, if good care can cure 
him." 
"I've no doubt of it; but the carriage is here, 
and I must go. Tell my husband low sorry I 
am to leave him." 
So Mrs. Preston went away, leaving a 
stranger to fulfill her own duties at the bedside 
of her husband. 
Thus it happened that, when Andy came 
home, he round his mother already gone, and 
his sister on the point of starting for the doc- 
tor's house. His idea had alreadv been car- 
ried out. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

COLONEL PRESTON'S RECOVERY. 
FOUR weeks afterward, we will introduce 
the reader into the bedchamber of Colonel 
Preston. His sickness had been severe. At 
times recovery was doubtful, but Mrs. Burke 
has proved a careful and devoted nurse, intelli- 
gent and faithful enough to carry out the di- 
rections of the physician. 
"How do you feel this morning, Colonel 
Preston?" asked the doctor, who had just en- 
tered the chamber. 
"Better, doctor. I feel quite an appetite." 
"You are looking better--decidedly better. 
The disease has spent its force, and retreated 
from the field." 
"It is to you that the credit belongs, Dr. 
Townley." 
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selfish?" he exclaimed. "Her husband might 
have died, so far as she was concerned." 
Of course, he had to show this letter to 
Colonel Preston. - 
The latter read it, with grave face, and the 
doctor thought he heard a sigh. 
"My wife is very prudent," he said, with a 
touch of bitterness in his voice. 
"She will be here next week," said the doc- 
tor, having nothing else to answer. 
"I think she will run no risk then," said 
the sick man, cynically. ' 
But Mrs. Preston did not return in a week. 
It was a full week and a half before she ar- 
rived at her own house. 
The doctor was just coming out of the Iront 
door. 
"How is my husband?" she asked. 
'Not far from well. He is still weak, of 
course. 
"And you are sure," she said, anxiously, 
"that there is no dtnger of infection?" 
"Not the slightest, madam, said Dr. 
Townley coldly. 
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"It is far from adequate," said the doctor, 
disgusted. "Money cannot pay for such serv- 
ice as hers, not to speak of the risk she ran, 
for cases have been known of persons being 
twice attacked by the disease." 
"You don't think my husband will have a 
relapse?" asked Mrs. Preston, with fresh 
alarm. 
"Not if he has the same care for a short 
time longer." 
"He shall have it. She must stay. Of 
course, her duties are lighter now, and six dol- 
lars a week for the remainder of the time will 
be enough---don't you think so?" 
"No, I don't," said tle doctor, bluntly; 
"and moreover, I am quite sure your husband 
vill not consent to reducing the wages of one 
whose faithful care has saved his lire." 
"Oh, well, you knmv best," said Mrs. Pres- 
ton, slowly. "I am quite willing that she 
should be well paid." 
Mrs. Preston went upstairs and entered her 
husband's chamber. 
"Oh, my dear husband !" she exclaimed, the- 
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atrically, hurrying across the room, with af- 
fected emotion. "I am so glad to find you so 
much better 
"I am glad to see you back, Lucinda," said 
Colonel Preston; but he spoke coldly and 
vithout the slightest affectation of sentimental 
joy. "I have passed through a good deal 
since you left me." 
"And so have I !" exclaimed his xvife. 'Oh, 
how my heart has been rent with anxiety, as 
I thought of you lying sick, while duty kept 
me from your side." 
"Is Godfrey well?" asked her husband, ta- 
king no notice of her last speech. 
"Yes, poor boy! He sends his love and is 
so anxious to see you." 
'Let him come home next Frlday after- 
noon" said the sick man, who doubted this 
statement, yet wanted to believe it true. 
He shall. I will write to him at once." 
So Mrs. Preston resumed her place in the 
house; but from that time there was a some- 
thing she could not understand in her hus- 
band's manner. He was graver than formerly, 
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and sometimes she saw him watching her in- 
tently, and, after a little, turn away with a 
sigh. 
He had round her out in all hei intense self- 
ishness and want of feeling, and he could 
never again regard her as formerly, even 
though she tried at times, by a show of af- 
fection, to cover up her heartless neglect. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

MRS. BURKE HAS GOOD FORTUNE. 

MRS. BURKE remained a veek longer to 
nurse Colonel Preston. At the end of this 
time Mr. Preston thought he was vell enough 
to dispense with a nurse, and accordingly she 
p repared to take leave. 
"I shall always remember your kind service, 
Mrs. Burke," said the colonel, warmly. 
"It was only my duty, sir," said the widow, 
modestly. 
"Not all would have done their duty so 
Iaithfully." 
"I am glad to see you well again," said the 
widow. 
"Not more than I am to get well, I assure 
you," said he. Whenever you are in any 
trouble, come to me." 
With these words he placed in her hands 
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So he did the same evening. 
"Will you give me ten dollars, father?" he 
asked. 
"What for?" 
"Oh, for various things. I need it." 
"I give you an allowance of three dollars a 
week." 
"I have a good many expenses." 
"That will mect all your reasonable ex- 
penses. I was far from having as much money 
as that when I was of your age." 
"I don't see why you won't give me the 
money," said Godfrey, discontentedly. 
"I don't think you need it." 
"You are generous enough to others." 
"To whom do you refer?" 
"You give plenty of money to that Irish boy 
and his mother." 
"They have both rendered me great services. 
The boy saved me from being robbed. The 
mother in all probability saved me from Iall- 
ing a victim to smallpox. But that has noth- 
ing to do with your affairs. It is scarcely 
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"Good-morning," said Mrs. Preston, coldly. 
"Good-morning, sir. I'm glad to see you 
looking so much better." 
"Oh, yes, I am eeling pretty well now." 
"I didn't find out till just now, Colonel Pres- 
ton, that you were my landlord." 
Here Mrs. Preston pricked up her ears, for 
it was news to ber also, as her husband had 
not mentioned his recent purchase. 
"Yes, I thought I would buy the house, as 
it was in the market." 
"I have come to pay my rent. I have been 
in the habit of paying fifteen dollars a quar- 
ter." 
"I won't be a hard landlord," said Colonel 
Preston. "You are welcome to live in the 
house, if it suits you, free of. all rent." 
"This is too much kindness," said /Irs. 
Burke, quite overwhelmed by the unexpected 
lib'erality. 
Mrs. Preston thought so, too, but could hOt 
well say anything'. 
"There's been kindness on both sides, Mrs. 
Burke. Put up your money, I don't want it, 
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but I have no doubt you will find use for it. 
B-uy yourself a new dress." 
"Thank you, Colonel Preston. You are very 
generous, and I am very grateful," said the 
widow. 
"I have something to be grateful for also, 
Mrs. Burke. If you want any repairs, just 
let me know, and they shall be attended to." 
"Thank you, sir, but the house is very com- 
fortable." 
She soon took her leave. 
"When did you buy that house, Colonel 
Preston?" asked his wife. 
"A month since." 
'"You didn't say anything about it to me." 
"Nor to any one else, except those with 
whom I did the business." 
Mrs. Preston would like to have said more, 
but she did not think it expedient, remember- 
ing what she had brought upon herself before. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

ANDY'S J'OURNEY. 
TOWARD the first of April of the succeeding 
year Miss Solhia Grant took a severe cold, 
not serious, indeed, but such as to make it pru- 
dent for her to remain indoors. This occa- 
sioned a little derangement of her sister's 
plans, for both sisters were in the habit, about 
the first of April and of October, of taking a 
journey to Bostonpartly for a change and 
partly because at these times certain banks in 
which they owned stock declared dividends, 
which they took the opportunity to collect. 
But this spring it seemed doubtful if they 
could go. Yet they wanted the moneya part 
,, 
of it, at least. 
"Send Andrew," suggested Miss Sophia, 
after her sister had stated the difficulty. 
In general Priscilla did hOt approve So- 
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"No, ma'am." 
"I wish you had been." 
"Why, ma'am ?" 
"Because I should like to send you there on 
some business." 
"I'll go, ma'am," said Andy, eagerly. 
Like most boys of his age, no proposition 
could have been more agreeable. 
"Do you think you could find your vay 
there and around the city?" 
"No fear of that, ma'am," said Andy, con- 
fidently. 
"We generally go ourselves, as you know, 
but my sister is sick and I don't like to leave 
her." 
"Of course not, ma'am," said Andy, quite 
approving any plan that opened the way for 
a journey to him. 
"We own bank stock, and on the first of 
:April they pay us dividends. Now, if we 
send you do you think you can go to the bank, 
get the money and bring it back sale?" 
"I'll do it for you, ma'am," said Andy. 
"Well, l'll think of it between now and next 
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of this sum was able to lay up about hall. So 
he had a supply oI money in his trunk, oI 
which he had taken with him ten dollars. 
"Maybe l'll sec something I want to buy in 
the city," he said to himself. 
I don't mean to dwell upon the journey. 
There is nothing very exciting in a railway 
trip even of a hundred miles, nowadays, un- 
less, indecd thc cars run off the track, or over 
the embankment, and then itis altogether too 
exciting tobe agrceable. For the sake of my 
young hero, xvhom I really begin to like, 
though he was "only an Irish boy," I ara glad 
to say that nothing of that sort took place; 
but in good timeabout the time vhen the 
clock on the Old South steeple indicated noon 
Andy's train drove into the Boston and 
Maine railway depot, fronting on Haymarket 
square. 
"Inquire your way to Washington street." 
That was the first direction that Andy had 
received from Miss Priscilla, and that wa. 
what our hero did first. 
The question was addressed to a very civil 
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He retraced his steps, and again round him- 
self in the street. His fraudulent young guide, 
with a grin on his face not over ctean, was 
awaiting his" reappearance. 
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" CHAPTER XXV. 

THE MERCHANT FROM PORTLAND. 

"LOOK here, young chap, said Andy, "what 
made you tell me that was the Merchants' 
Bank?" 
"Isn't it?" asked the bootblack,. ith a grin. 
"It's a bank where you'll be wanted some 
rime. Shouldn't wonderif they'd make a mis- 
take and lock you up instead of your money." 
"Have you got any money in the Merchants' 
Bank?" asked the other. 
"I'm goin' to see if they won't give me some. 
If you hadn't cheated me, maybe I'd have in- 
vited you to dine with me at my hotel." 
"Where are you stoppin'?" asked the street 
boy, not quite knowing how much of Andy's 
story to believe. 
"At the most fashionable hote!." 



ONLY AN IRISH BOY. 

attemp to rob Colonel Preston had been de- 
fcated byAndy. ' 
He recognized the boy at once, both Irom 
his appearance and his voice, and deep Ieel- 
ings of resentment ran in his breast. To be 
Ioiled vas disagreeable enough, but to be 
foiled by a boy was most humiliating, and he 
had vowed revenge, if ever an opportunity 
occurred. For this reason he felt exultant 
when he saw his enemy valking into the eat- 
ing house. 
"I'll follow him," he said to himself, "and 
it'll go hard if I don't get even with him for 
that trick he played on me." 
But how did it happen that Andy did not 
recognize Fairfax ? 
For two reasons" First, because the adven- 
turer was sitting behind him, and our hero 
faced the front of the room. Next, had he 
seen him it was doubtful if he would have rec- 
ognized a man whom he was far Irom expect- 
ing to see. For Fairfax was skilled in dis- 
guises, and no longer was the black-xvhiskered 
individual that we formerly knew him. From 
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motives of prudence he had shaved off his 
black hair and whiskers, and now appeared in 
a red wig and whiskers of the same hue. If 
any of my readers would, like to know. how 
effectual this disguise is, let them try it, and 
I will guarantee that they won't know them- 
selves when they come to look in the mirror. 
After disposing of what he had ordered, 
Andy also ordered a plate of apple dumpling, 
which he ate with great satisfaction. 
"I wouldn't mind eatin' here every day," 
he thought. "Maybe l'Il be in business here 
some day myself, and then l'Il come here and 
dine." 
FairIax was through with his dinner, but 
waited till Andv rose. He then arose and fol- 
lowed him to the desk, where both paid at the 
same time. He was careless of recognition, 
Ior he felt confident in his disguise. 
"Now," thought Andy, "I must go to the 
bank." 
But he didn't know where the bank was. 
So when he got into the street, he asked a 
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money into a pocketbook, or, rather, wallet, 
with which he had been supplied by the 
Misses G rant, put it in his inside pocket, and 
then buttoned his coat up tiglt. He didn't 
mean to lose anything by carelessness. 
But this was not his last business visit. There 
was another bank in the saine street where it 
was necessary for him to call and receive divi- 
dends. Again Fairfax folloxved him, and 
again he saw Andy receive a considerable sum 
of money. 
"There's fat pickings here," thought Fair- 
fax. "Now I must manage in some way to 
relieve him of that money. There's altogether 
too much for a youngster like him. Shouldn't 
wonder if the money belonged to that man I 
tried to rob. If so, ail the better." 
In this conjecture, as we know, Fairfax was 
mistaken. However, it ruade comparatively 
little difference to him whose money it was, as 
long as there was a chance of his getting it into 
his possession. The fact was, that his finances 
were not in a very flourishing condition just at 
present. He could have done better to follow 
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"Can you direct me to the Boston Mu- 
seum?" he asked. 
"Certainly, with pleasure, said Fairfax, 
with alacrity. "In Iact, I am going there my- 
self. I suppose you are going to the aIter- 
noon performance ?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"Have you ever been there?" 
"No; but I have heard a good about it. I 
don't live in the city." 
"Nor do I," said Fairfax. "I am a mer- 
chant of Portland, Maine. I have come to the 
city to buy my winter stock of goods. As I 
only come twice a year I generally try to enioy 
myself a little while I am here. Do you stay 
in the city overnight?" 
"Yes," said Andy. 
"So do I. Here is the Museum." 
They had reached the Museum, which, as 
sorne of my readers are aware, is situated in 
Tremont street. 
"We go up these stairs," said Fairfax. "If 
you don't object we will take seats together." 
_. _ 
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"I shall be glad to have company," said 
A.ndy, politely. 
Reserved seats adjoining were furnished, 
and the adventurer and his intended victim 
entered the Museum. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

SPINNING THE WEB. 

THERE was a short interval before the play 
commenced. This Andy improved by exam- 
ining the large stock of curiosities which have 
been gathered from ail parts of the world for 
the gratification of. visitors. Fairfax kept at 
his side, and spoke freely of ail they saw. 
There was something about him which seemed 
to Andy strangely familiar. Was it in his 
features or in his voice? He could not tell. 
The red wig and whiskers misled him. Andy 
finally set it down as a mere chance resem- 
blance to some one whom he had met former- 
ly, and dismissed it t:rom his mind. 
At length the increasing crowds pouring 
into the lecture-room reminded them that the 
p lay was about to begin. 
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A servant was called, and they xvent up to 
their rooms, which, as the clerk had p romised, 
were found to be adjoining. They were pre- 
cisely alike. 
"Very comfortable, Mr. Burke," said Fair- 
fax, in a tone of apparent satisfaction. I 
think we shall bave a comfortable night." 
"I guess so," said Andy. 
Are you going to stay here now?" 
"No; I am going to wash my face and then 
take a w'alk around. I want to see something 
of the city." 
"I think l'Il lie down a while; I feel tire& 
Perhaps we shall meet later. If not, I shall 
see you in the morning." 
"Ail right," said Andy. 
In a few minutes he went out. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

THE DROP GAME. 

FAIRFAX had an object in remaining behind. 
He wanted to see if there was any vay for him 
to get into Andy's room during the night, that 
he might rob him in his sleep. To his great 
satisfaction, he round that there was a door be- 
tween the two rooms, for the accommodation 
of persons in the same party who wished to be 
in adjoining apartments. It was, however, 
locked, but Fairfax was hOt unprepared for 
such an emergency. He took a bunch of keys 
from his pocket and tried them, one after an- 
other, in the lock. There was one that would 
verynearly fit. For this, again, Fairfax was 
p repared. He took from the same pocket a 
file and began patiently to file away the key 
till it should fit. He tried it several times be- 
lote he round that it fitted. But at last suc- 
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something myself, as I was the one to find it." 
"I'll give you hall." 
"But I shall be out of the city. l'Il tcll you 
whatgivc me tcn dollars and l'll make it 
over to you.  
"That's rather steep" said Andy. 
"Heft it. There must be a lot of money 
inside." 
"I'm afraid the reward might be less than 
ten dollars," said Andy. 
"Well I'm in a great hurrygive me rive." 
It is possible that Andy, who was not ac- 
quainted with the "drop game," might have 
agreed to this, but a policeman hove in sight, 
and the shabby individual scuttled away with- 
out further ceremony, leaving Andy a little 
surprised, with the pocketbook in his hand. 
'What's he in such a hurry for?" thought 
our hero. 
He opened the pocketbook, and a light 
flashed upon him, as he perceived that there 
was no money inside, but was stuffed with rolls 
of paper. 
"I-Ie wanted to swindle me," thought Andy. 
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"It's lucky I didn't pay hir rive dollars. Any- 
way, l'll keep it. The pocketbook is worth 
something." 
He put it in his pocket, without taking the 
trouble to remove the contents. 
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was his duty to take even more care than if it 
belonged to himself. 
"I guess l'Il put it under the bolster," he 
reflected, "covering it up with the sheet. No- 
body can get in that I can see, but it is best 
tobe careful." 
In emptying his pockets, he came across the 
pocketbook with its sham contents, of which 
mention has already been made. 
"I'll leave that in my pocket," he said to 
himself, with a smile. "I'm not afraid of los- 
ing that. By the powers, it wouldn't be much 
of a prize to the man that took it: I'm sure 
of that." 
He laid his clothes on a chair, in the middle 
of the room. and iumped into bed, when he 
soon sank into a deep sleep. 
Meanwhile Fairfax remained below in the 
reading-room. He was not at all sleepy, as 
he .had told Andy, and his mind was full of 
the scheme of robbery, which appeared so 
promising. He was glad Andy had retired so 
early, as he would be asleep sooner, and this 
would make things favorable for his entering 
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on board a Charlestown car, and in half an 
hour round himself in the city everywhere 
known by the granite shaft that commemorates 
. 
the battle of Bunker Hill. He made his way 
to a hotel, where he took a room, entering 
here under the name of James Simmons, Ports- 
mouth, New Hampshire. Anxious to examine 
his prize, he desired to be shown at once to a 
chamber. He followed the servant who con- 
ducted him with impatient steps. The stolen 
money was burning in his pocket. He wanted 
to know how much he had, and was more than 
hall resolved to take an early train the next 
morning for the West, where he thought he 
should be secure from discovery. 
"Is there anything wanted, sir?" asked the 
servant, lingering at the door. 
"No, no," said Fairfax, impatiently. "It's 
all right." 
"Might be a little more polite," muttered 
the snubbed servant, as he went downstairs. 
"Now for it!" exclaimed Fairfax, exult- 
ingly. "Now, let me see how much I have 
got." 
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was very weary, and boys of his age were 
likely, unless disturbed, to sleep through thc 
night. He might retrieve his error, and no 
one would be the viser. 
. 
"I'll do it," he said, at length. 
He went downstairs and left the botel with- 
out the knoxvledge of the clerk. Jumping into 
the horse cars he returned to Boston and en- 
tered the Adams House about half-past twelve 
o'clock. He clai.med his key at the desk, and 
went upstairs to his room. He had scarcely 
lit the gas, however, xvhen a knock was heard 
at the door. Opening it unsuspiciously, he 
turned pale as he recognized the cle:k, in com- 
pany with an officer of the law. 
"What's wanted?" he faltered. 
"You are vanted, was the b rief reply. 
"What for?" he gasped. 
"You are charged xvith entering the adjoin- 
ing room and stealing a pocketbook from the 
boy who sleeps there." 
"It's a lie!" he said, but his tone was nerv- 
OUS. 
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and, going to the chair, felt in his pockets and 
so discovered the loss of the stuffed pocket- 
book. 
Andy wanted to laugh, but forbore, lest 
the sound should be heard in the next room. 
"It's a good joke on the dirty thafe!" said 
Andy to himself. "He's welcome to ail the 
money he's gotit won't carry him far, I'm 
thinkin'." 
Prudence suggested another thought. rhen 
Fairfax round out the worthlessrwss of his 
booty, vould he not come back and search 
for the real treasure? 
"If he does, l'll fight him," thought Andy. 
Still, he knew the conflict would be un- 
equal, since the other was considerably his 
superior in strength. However, Andy deter- 
mined that, come what might, he would de- 
rend his trust, "or perish in the attempt." But, 
while he vas coming to ths determination, he 
heard the door of the adjoining chamber open 
softly, and then he could hear steps along the 
corridor. Evidently the thief had not round 
out the actual character of his booty, but 
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"He has robbed me." 
"Did you leave your door unlocked?" 
"No; but there was a door between our 
rooms. He opened it and stole a pocketbook 
from the pocket of my coat." 
"While you were asleep?" 
"Yes; but I awoke just in rime to see him 
go through the door." 
"How much money was there in it?" 
"That's the joke of it," said Andy, laugh- 
ing. 'There was no money at all, only some 
folds of paper. He got hold of the wrong 
pocketbook." 
Thereupon, he told the story of the 'drop 
game," of which he came near being the vic- 
tim, and what a useful turn the 12.ogus treasure 
had done him. 
"There's the right pocketbook," he said, in 
conclusion. "I wish you would take care of 
it for me till to-morrow. The money isn't 
mine, and I don't xvant to run any more risk 
vith it." 
"I'll lock it up in the sale for you," said the 
clerk. "Is there much?" 
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"Several hundred dollars." 
"You were very fortunate in escaping as vou 
did," said the clerk. 
"True for you," said Andy. "Ho mav corne 
back when ho finds out how ho has been 
fooled." 
'If ho does, l'll call in a policeman. We'll 
make short work with him." 
The reader has already heard how Fairfax 
(or Marvin) did return, and hmv ho met with 
a reception ho had not calculated u.oon. Andy 
was informed in the morning that it wou!d be 
necess.ary for him to appear as a witnesq 
against him in order to secure his conviction. 
This ho did the next day, but the judge de- 
layed sentence on being informed that the ac- 
cused was charged with a more serious of- 
fense, that of stopping a traveler on the high- 
wav. His trial on this count must corne be- 
fore a higher court, and ho was remanded to 
prison till his case was called in the calendar. 
Andy was informed that ho would be sum- 
moned as a witness in that case also, as well as 
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Colonel Preston, and an'swered that he would 
be ready when called upon. 
We will so far anticipate events as to say 
that the testimony of Andy and the colonel was 
considered conclusive by the court, and, on 
the strength of it, Mr. Fairfax, alias Marvin, 
was sentenced to several years' imprisonment 
at hard labor. 
Andy met with no further adventures in his 
present visit, but had the satisfaction of deliv- 
ering the money he had been sent to collect 
to Miss Priscilla G rant. 
Now, advancing our story some three 
months, we corne to an afternoon when Miss 
Sophia Grant, returning from a walk, with 
visible marks of excitement, rushed breath- 
less and panting into her sister's presence. 
"What's the matter, Sophia?" asked Pris- 
cilla. 
"Such an awful thingl" she gasped. 
"What is it?" 
"You won't believe itl" 
"Tell me at once xvhat it isl" 
"It seems so sudden!" 
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"Good heavensl Sophia, why do you tanta- 
lize me so ?" 
"Just sol" gasped Sophia. 
"If you don't tel_l me l'Il shake you." 
"Colonel Preston's deaddropped dead in 
the store ten minutes ago. I was there and 
saw him." 
This startling intelligence was onlsr too true. 
Suddenly, without an instant's warning, the 
colonel had been summoned from lifesuc- 
cumbing to a fit of apoplexy. This event, of 
course, made a great sensation in the village, 
but it is of most interest to us, as it affects 
the fortunes of our young hero. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

COLONEL PRESTON'S WILL. 

MRS. PRESTON was a cold woman, and was 
far from being a devoted wife. She was too 
selfish for that supreme love which some wom- 
en bestow upon their husbands. Still, when 
Colonel Preston's lifeless form was brought 
into the house she did experience a violent 
shock. To have the companion of nearly 
twenty years so unexpectedly taken away 
will touch the most callous, and so for a few 
minutes Mrs. Preston forgot herself and 
thought of her husband. 
But this was not for long. The thought 
of her ovn selfish interests came back, and in 
the midst of her apparent grief the question 
"Did mv 
torced itself upon her consideration, _, 
husband make a will ?" 
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"Yes, I wish it. Thank you for your kind 
offer, but I know my own feelings, and the 
presence of others would only increase my 
pain." 
This was vhat she said to others who ruade 
the same offer. It did not excite great sur- 
prise, for Mrs. Preston had never leaned upon 
any one for sympathy, nor was she ready with 
her sympathy when others were in trouble. 
She vas self-poised and self-contained, and, in 
fact, for this reason vas not popular with her 
neighbors. Still, in this, her disress, they 
were ready to forget all this and extend the 
same cordial sympathy which they would bave 
done in other cases. There was but one per- 
son whose company she did crave at this time, 
and this was her son, Godfrey. So, when 
Alfred Turner offered to go for him the next 
morning, she accepted his offer with thanks. 
At last she was left alone. The servant had 
gone to bed, and there vas no one but herself 
and her dead husband in the lower part of the 
house. She no longer sat with her handker- 
chier passed before her eyes. Her face wore 
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its usual look of calm composure. She was 
busily thinking not of her husband's rate, but 
of her own future. 
"Did he leave a will? And, if so, how much 
did he leave me?" she thought. 
If there was a will, it was probably in the 
house, and Mrs. Preston determined to finct it, 
il: possible. 
"Of course, all ought to come to me and 
Godfrey," she soliloquized. "I don't think 
it is right to leave money to charitable insti- 
tutions as long as a wife and child are lb:ing. 
Fortunately, my husband had no brothers or 
sisters, or perhaps he would have divided the 
property. If there is no will, I shall have my 
thirds, and shall have the control of Godfrey's 
p roperty till he comes of age. I think I will 
go to Boston to live. My friend, Mrs. Bo7n- 
ton, has a very pleasant house on Worcester 
street. I should like to settle down somewhere 
near her. I don't know how much Mr. Pres- 
ton was worth, but I am sure we shall have 
enough for that. I always wanted to live in 
the city. This village is intolerably stupid, 
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her grudge any of her husband's estate to 
others, except, indecd, to Godfrey, who was 
the only person she cared for. As she thought 
over the unjust disposition, as She regarded it, 
vhich her husband had made of his property, 
a red spot glowed in her usually pale cheek. 
o 
Then it vas another grievance that money 
should have been left to the town. 
"What claim had the town on my husband," 
she thought, "that he should give it rive thou- 
sand dollars? In doing it, he was robbing 
Godfrey and me. it was wrong. He had no 
right to do it. What do I care for these peo- 
ple? They are a set of common farmers and 
mechanics, with whom I condescend to asso- 
ciate because I have no one else here, except 
the minister's and the doctor's family, to speak 
to. Soon I shall be in the city, and then I 
don't care if I never set eyes on ay of them 
again. In Boston I can find suitabie society." 
The more Mrs. Preston thought of it, the 
more she felt aggravated by the thought that 
so large a share of her husband's p roperty was 
to go to others. She fixed her eyes thought- 
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the occasion, the thought intruded: "Thc.y're 
after the legacy, but they will be disappointed. 
l've taken good care of that." 
Godfrey saw them, also, and his thought 
was a characteristic one" 
"What business has that I rish boy at mv 
father's funeral? He ought to know better 
than to poke himself in where he is not 
wanted." . 
Even Godfrey, however, had the deccncy 
to let this thought remain unspoken. The 
services proceeded, and among those who fol- 
lowed on foot in the funeral procession :vere 
Andy and his mother. It never occurred to 
them that they were intruding. They wanted 
fo show respect for the memory of one vho 
had been a friend to them. 
On the day after the funeral, Squire Tisdale 
called at the house, invited by Mrs. Preton. 
The squire had a smattering of law, and often 
cted as executor in settling estates. 
"I invited you to come here, Squire Tis- 
dale," said Mrs. Preston, "to-speak about my 
affairs. Of course it is very trying to me tu 
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me where your husband kpt his private 
papers." 
"Certainly. He kept them in his desk. I 
locked it as soon as he died; but here is the 
key. If there is a will, itis probably there." 
"Very probably. We shall soon ascertain, 
then." 
Squire Tisdale took the key, and Mrs. 
Preston led the vay to her late husband's desk. 
A momentary fear seized her. 
"What if there was an earlier will, or two 
copies of the last?" she thought. "I ought to 
have made sure by looking over the other 
papers. 
But it vas too late now. Besides, it seemed 
very improbable that there should be another 
will. Had there been an earlier one, it xvould, 
doubtless, have been destroyed on the drafting 
of the one she had round. She reassured her- 
self, therefore, and awaited with tranquillity 
the result of the search. 
The search was careful and thorough. Mrs. 
Preston desired that it should be so. Knowing 
the wrong she had done to Andy and his 
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"As my husband left no will, I suppose the 
estate goes to my son and myself?" 
"Undoubtedly." 
"How ought I to proceed?" 
"You should apply for letters of admin- 
istration, which will enable you to undertake 
the settlement of the p roperty." 
"Will you help me to take the necessary 
steps?" 
"Certainly." 
"I should wish to settle the estate as rapidly 
as possible, as I intend to remove to Boston." 
"Indeed? We shall be sorry to lose y0u. 
Can you not content yourself here ?" 
"Everything will remind me of my poor 
husband," said Mrs. Preston, with another ap- 
plication of the handkerchief to her still tear- 
less eyes. 
Squire Tisdale was impressed With the idea 
that she had more feeling than he had given 
her credit for. 
"I didn't think of that," he said, sympathet- 
ically. "No doubt you are right." 
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Mrs. Preston lost no time in applying for 
letters of administration. 
"As soon as I get them," she said to her- 
self, "I will lose no time in e]ecting that l_rish 
woman from the house my husband bought 
for her. l'll make her pay rent, too, for the 
time she has been in it." 
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Andy, walking up to the Iront entrance, where 
Godfrey was standing. 
'The back door is good enough for you," 
said the other, offensively. 
"I shouldn't mind going toit if you hadn't 
,, ,,j 
asked me, said Andy. ust move away, will 
you?" 
Godfrey did not stir. 
" " "tell your 
"Very vell, said Andy, turning, 
mother you would hOt let me in." 
"Come in, if you vant to," said Godfrey, 
at length, moving aside. 
"I don't care much about it. I only corne 
to oblige your mother." 
"Maybe you won't like what she has to say," 
said Godfrey with a disagreeable smile. 
"I'll soon knov," said Andy. 
He entered the house, and Godfrey called 
upstairs" 
"lIother, the Burke boy is here." 
"I will be down directly," vas the answer. 
"He can sit down." 
Andy sat down on a chair in the hall, hot 
receiving an invitation to enter the sitting- 
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mother had the faintest idea of being remem- 
bered in Colonel Preston's will, kind though 
he had been to them both in his lire. 
"I know it isn't," said Andy; "but she's got 
used to it. I don't know any other place we 
can get." 
"That is your lookout," said Mrs. Preston. 
"I have no doubt you can get in somewhere. 
As I said, the house is mine, and I have other 
. 
views for it." 
"Can't @e stay till the end of the quarter, 
ma'am?" 
"No; I wish to finish my business here as 
soon as possible, and shall then go to Bos- 
ton." 
"How long can we stay, then?" 
"Till the first of the month." 
"That's only three days." 
"It is long enough to find another place. 
That is all I have to say to you," and Mrs. 
Preston turned to go. 
Andy arose, and followed her, without a 
word. He saw that it would be of no use to 
appeal for more time. Her tone was so firm 
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Miss Sophia G rant was taken sick with 
lung lever. The sickness lasted for some 
weeks, and left her considerably debilitated. 
"What do you think of Sophia, Dr. Town- 
ley?" asked Priscilla, anxiously. "She re- 
mains weak, and she has a bad cough. I am 
feeling alarmed about her." 
"I'll tell you what I think, Miss Priscilla," 
said the doctor, "though I am sorry to do it. 
The fact is, the air here is altogether too brac- 
ing for your sister. She will have to go to 
some inland town, where the east winds are 
not felt." 
"Then I must go, too," said Miss Priscilla. 
"We have lived together from girlhood, and 
we cannot be separated." 
"I supposed you would be unwilling to 
leave her, so I am afraid we must make up 
our minds to lose you both ?" 
"Do you think, doctor, that Sophia will, by 
and by, be strong enough to return here?" 
"I am afraid not. The effects of lung lever 
are always felt for a long time.. She will 
improve, no doubt, but a return to this harsh 
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Priscilla, after she had communicated the doc- 
tor's orders to her sister. 
"Just so, Priscilla. He's a good boy." 
I will give him a good recommendation." 
"Just so. Does he know it?" 
"No. I will call him in and tell him, so 
that he can be looking out for another posi- 
tion." 
"Just so." 
Andy answered the call of Miss Priscilla. 
He had been sawing wood, and there was saw- 
dust in his sleeves. 
"How long have you been with us, Andy?" 
asekd his mistress. 
"Over a year, ma'am." 
"I wish I could keep you for a year to 
corne. 
"Can't you?" asked Andy, startled. 
'No, Andy." 
'What's the matter, Miss Priscilla? Have 
I done anything wrong?" 
"No, Andy. We are both of us quite sat- 
isfied with you." 
'You haven't lost any money, ma'ara, have 
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"I'm proud of that same. You won't find 
me go back on my country." 
Godfreywalked away. Somehow, he could 
never get the better of Andy. 
I hope l'll see you begging, in rags, some 
day," he thought to himself. . 
But boys like Andy are not often reduced 
to such a point. 
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When the three months were over, the stock 
of money which Andy and his mother had 
saved up was almost gone. In fact, he had 
not enough left to pay the next quarter's rent 
to Dr. Townley. 
Things were in this unsatisfactory state 
when something happened that had a mate- 
rial effect upon Andy's fortunes, and, as my 
readers will be glad to know, for their im- 
provement. 
To explain what it was, I must go back to 
a period shortly before Colonel Preston's 
death. One day he met the doctor in the street, 
and stopped to speak to him. 
"Dr. Townley," he said, "I have a favor to 
ask of you." 
"I shall be very glad to serve you, Colo- 
nel Preston," said the doctor. 
Thereupon Colonel Preston drew from 
inside pocket a sealed envelope of large size. 
"I want you to take charge of this for me," 
he said. 
"Certainly," said the doctor, in some sur- 
prise. 
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"Please read what I have written upon the 
envelope." 
The doctor, his attention called to the en- 
velope, read inscribed in large, distinct char- 
acters : 
" 'Not tobe opened till six months after my 
death.' " 
'I see you want an explanation," said the 
colonel. "Here it isthe paper contained in 
this envelope is an important one. I won't tell 
you what itis. When you corne to open it, 
it will explain itself." 
"But, colonel, you are likely to live as long 
as I. In that case, I can't follow your direc- 
tions." 
Of course, we can't tell the duration of our 
lives. Still, I think you will outlive me. If 
not, I shall reclaim the paper. Meamvhile, 
I shall be glad to have you take charge of it 
for me." 
"Of course I will. It is a slight favor to 
ask." 
"It may prove important. By the way, 
there is no need of telling any one, unless, per- 
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ily convertible into cash, I don't quite see 
my way to do it." 
"I didn't think of you, Henry. Country 
doctors are not likely to get rich. But I 
thought Colonel Preston, who seemed to take 
an interest in the boy, might do something for ' 
him." 
"If he had lived, he might have done so 
probably he would. But Mrs. Preston and 
Godfrey hate the Burkes like poison, for no 
good reason that I know of, and there is no 
chance of help from that quarter." 
"I should think hot." 
The next day, Dr. Townley, immediately 
after breakfast, drew the envelope already re- 
ferred to from among his private papers, and, 
breaking the seal, opened it. 
To his surprise and excitement, he discov- .. 
ered that the inclosure was the last will and 
testament of his deceased friend. Accompa- 
nying it was the following note" 
"MY DEAR FRIEND, DR. TOWNLEY" This 
is the duplicate of a will executed recently, 
and expresses my well-considered wishes as 



316 

ONLY AN IRISH BOY. 

to the disposition of my property. The orig- 
inal will may have been found and executed 
before you open this envelope. In that case, 
of course, this will be of no value, and you 
can destroy it. But I am aware that valuable 
papers are liable to loss or injury, and, there- 
fore, I deem it prudent to place this duplicate 
in your possession, that, if the other be lost, 
you may see it carried into execution. I have 
named you my executor, and am sure, out of 
regard to me, you will accept the trust, and 
fulfill it to the best of your ability. I have 
always felt the utmost confidence in your 
friendship, and this will account for my trou- 
bling you on the p resent occasion. Your 
friend, ANTHONY PRESTON." 

From this letter Dr. Townley turned to the 
perusal of the will. The contents filled him 
vith equal surprise and pleasure. 
"Five thousand dollars to Andy Burke!" 
he repeated. "That is capital! It will start 
the boy in lire, and with his good habits it 
will make him sure of a competence by and 
by. With hall of it he can buy an interest in 
Graves' store, and the balance will, if well 
invested, give him a handsome addi- 
tion to his income. Then there's the bequest 
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for the town librarya Capital idea that! It 
will do a great deal to make the town attract- 
ive, and be a powerful agency for refining and 
educating the people." 
Just then Mrs. Townley, who knew what 
her husband was about, came into the room. 
"Well, Henry," she said, "is the paper im- 
portant?" 
"I should say it was. It is Colonel Pres- 
ton's last will and testament." 
"Is it possible? How does he leave his 
property?" 
"He leaves rive thousand dollars for a town 
library." 
"Does he remember Andy Burke?" 
"He leaves him rive thousand dollars, and 
gives his mother the house they used to live 
in." 
"That's splendid! But what will Mrs. Pres- 
ton say ?" 
"That rem'ains to be seen," said the doctor, 
laughing. 
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Harvard College, but in his hope she seemed 
destined to be disappointed. Godfrey wanted 
to see lire and enjoy himself, and had no inten- 
tion of submitting to the drudgery of hard 
study. 
"Godfrey," said his mother one morning, "I 
have received a letter Irom your teacher com- 
plaining that you don't work." 
"I'm not going to work myself to death," 
answered Godfrey. 
"I don't expect you to hurt yourself with 
work, but I want you to go to college." 
"Oh, well, l'll get in somehow." 
"Don't you want to stand well as a scholar?" 
"I leave that to the poor fellows that have 
got to work for a living. I am rich." 
"You may lose your money." 
"I don't mean to." 
"Suppose you do?" 
"Then I will go to work." 
"I should like to have you graduate well at 
college and then study law. You might get 
into Congress," said his mother. 
"I guess l'Il know enough for that," said 
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Godfrey, carelessly. "I want to have a good 
time." 
That was not the worst of it,. however. He 
extorted from his mother a large allowance, 
which he spent at bars and billiard saloons, 
and one day was b rought home drunk by a 
schoolfellow. 
"Oh, Godfrey, how can you do so?" ex- 
claimed the selfish woman, tor once fairly 
alarmed on another's account. 
"Hush up, old woman!" hiccoughed God- 
frey. 
Mrs. Preston was mortified to think this 
should be said to her before Godfrey's school- 
mate. 
"He does not know what he is saying," she 
said, apologetically. 
"Yes, I do," persisted Godfrey. "I'm a--a 
gen'leman's son. I don't want you to interfere 
with gen'leman's son." 
He was put to bed, and awoke the next 
morning with a splitting headache. It was 
the morning of the day which the doctor and 
Mr. Graves had chosen to call on Mrs. Pres- 



ONLY AN IRISH BOY. 323 
Two 
"That's ithe executed twoexactly alike. 
One he left in my hands." 
"That is a likely story!" said Mrs. Pres- 
ton, excitedly. "If that is the case, vhy, I 
ask, have we heard nothing of this before?" 
"Because it was containdd in an envelope 
which I was requested not to open for six 
months after his decease. The time having 
expired " 
"May I ask what are the provisions of this 
pretended will?" demanded Mrs. Preston, in 
visible excitement. 
Mrs. Preston," said the doctor, with dig- 
nity, "you appear to forgit that you are adi 
drissing a gentliman. I am above fabricat- 
ing a will as you seem to insinuate. As to the 
provisions, it leaves rive thousand dollars to 
the town for the establishment of a public 
library, and rive thousand dollars to Andy 
Burke, besides the small house in which she 
used to live to the Widow Burke." 
The worst had come. In spite of her crim- 
inal act, he must lose the ten thousand dol- 
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be the first to congratulate you on your good 
fortune." 
He held out his hand, vhich our hero 
seized, and then, unable to repress his exulta- 
tion, threw up his cap to the ceiling and in- 
dulged in an extempore dance, the doctor 
meanwhile looking on with benevolent gratifi- 
cation. 
"Excuse me, doctor; I couldn't help it," he 
panted. 
"It's ail right, An.dy. Are you discouraged 
IIOW  
"Divil a bit, doctor. It's wild I am with 
joy." 
"And you don't think of starving yet, eh, 
Andy?" 
"I'll wait a bit. But why didn't I know 
before?" 
"Sit down and l'Il tell you ail about it." 
So Andy heard the account, which need'not 
be repeated. 
"Now," continued the doctor, "I'll tell you 
what plan I have for you. Mr. Graves wants 
to take a boy into his store who will buy 
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to Mr. Graves' store, and we'll talk over the 
arrangements with him." 
Mrs. Burke's delight at her own succes, and 
that of Andy's may be irnagined. She, too, 
had been getting despondent, and it seemed 
almost like a fairy tale to find herself the 
owner of a house, and her boy likely to be 
taken into partnership with the principal 
trader in the village. She invoked blessings 
on the memory of Colonel Preston, through 
whose large-hearted generosity this had come 
to pass, but could not help speculating on what 
Mrs. Preston would say. She understood very 
well that she would be very angry. 
Mrs. Preston did not dispute the will. She 
might bave done so, but for her fear that her 
own criminal act would be brought to light. 
Godfrey, who was even more disturbed than 
she vas at the success of "that low I rish boy," 
begged ber to doit, but in this case she did not 
yield to his entreaties. She had never dared to 
take him into confidence respecting her de- 
struction of the other will. 
- While we are upon this subject ve may as 
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ing his duty, and he asked no other reward 
than that consciousness. Mrs. Preston was al- 
lowed to make her home, rent free, in Mrs. 
Burke's old house, A_ndy having built a better 
and more commodious one in which he had in- 
stalled his mother as mistress.-Mrs. Preston 
grew old fast, in appearance, and fretted with- 
out ceasing for the fortune and position which 
she had lost. Her husband left her, and has 
not since been heard of. As for Godfrey, 
Andy secured him a passage to California, 
where he led a disreputable lire. There is a 
rumor that he was killed in a drunken brawl 
at Sacramento not long since, but I have not 
been able to learn whether this is true or hot. " 
His loss of fortune had something to do with 
his going to the bad, but I ara afraid, with his 
character and tendencies, that neither in pros- 
perity nor in adversity would he have built 
up a good character, or led an honorable ca- 
reer. His course has been in all respects far 
different from that of out hero, who, already 
prosperous, seems likely to go on adding to his 
wealth and growing in the esteem of the best 
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portion of the community. His success aided, 
indeed, by good fortune, has served to demon- 
strate the favorable effects of honesty, industry 
and good principles, upon individual success. 
He is not the first, nor will he be the last, to 
achieve prosperity and the respect of the com- 
munity, though beginning lire as "only an 
Irish boy." 

THE END. 
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